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EDITORIAL 

Compiling and editing the A big thanks to all you 


MSC 2003 journal has been a 
MAJOR learning curve for 
me. When I first tentatively 
tiptoed around the formating 
program Corel Draw, it made 
about as much sense to me as 
scrambled eggs and calculus 
(and I am a Humanities 
student so neither 
mathematics nor biology is my 
forte!) Anyway, after much 
perseverance I got the hang of 
it, and by the end I was 
whizzing around the program, 
With that wonderful feeling of 
really having been stretched, 
having learnt and grown. 

Massive thanks go to my friend 
Steve Emsley for his (albeit 
rather dodgy) computer 
programs (that took about two 
hours to install, hands 
cramping after having pressed 
‘ignore missing files’ one to 
many times); to Nic Botha for 
his stunning photo editing 
skills and enthusiasm; to 
Junaid Seria for patiently 
rescuing me when Corel 
refused to import those 6 1 cant 
continue if I don’t have this in 
my journal’ documents. 


wonderful tree huggers, 
mountain goats, monkeys and 
paparazzi for your articles, 
photos and suggestions* 
Becoming so familiar with all 
your explorations, trials, weird 
discoveries, funny moments 
and personalities spread onto 
these pages has made me feel as 
though I was on holiday with 
the entire MSC - something to 
which I aspire to every year as 
a student! 

May you enjoy reminiscing 
over the MSC’s 2003 as much 
as I have... 

Sonja Niederhumer 
Journal Editor 2003 


"That which does not kill you 
will make you stronger. "-EN. 

,f That which does not make you 
stronger might be lots of fun 
before it kills you. ”-D.U. 
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MSC CHAIRPERSON’S REPORT 2003 


The Freshers’ Meet 
was a blast. One of 
our aims this year was 
to increase the amount 
of combined climbing 
and hiking. A number 
of top-ropes were set 
up on the cliffs above 
the Freshers’ 
campsite, and there 
was much socialising a 
discovering how 
amazing the rock out 
there actually is! I 
would very much like 
to see this done again 
next year! 

Pells Hut: Strong 
winds of the winter of 
2001 damaged the 
Pells Hut roof, by 
blowing all the north¬ 
facing roof-sheets off 
(and down the valley), 
and some of the south¬ 
facing roof sheets. A 
half-job was done in 
June 2002, to get a 
sort-of roof back on, 
simply to try and 
protect the wood from 
the winter weathering. 

When K i 1 i a n 
Hagemann became 
Huts Convenor at the 
end of 2002, his main 


focus was to fix Pells’ 
roof. After many, 
many work parties, 
lots of money and 
some great dedication 
from a number of 
people, the roof was 
eventually finished by 
May 2003. I would 
like to thank, on behalf 
of the club all the 
people who spent 
hours of thought, 
carrying, drilling, 
hammering, 
frustration, and tea 
drinking to get Pells 
Hut looking stunning 
all over again! I would 
especially like to thank 
Dave Acott who was in 
the club for many 
years, and put so much 
of his time and effort 
into fixing things! 

The main push for 
getting Pells Hut 
finished was for the 
70 th Anniversary 
celebrations, which 
were held at the same 
time as the Hoare Hut 
Birthday Party in May. 
The 70 th anniversary 
was a huge success. 
Hoare Hut was filled 
to the brim with 


students, and some ex- 
members, on the 
Saturday night, and a 
merry group of 
“oldies” on Sunday 
night. On Monday 
morning, a helicopter 
carried Del Houmoller 
(a founding member), a 
number of UCT 
orderlies (including the 
Vice-Chancellor, 
Deputy Vice- 
Chancellor and 
Registrar) and others, 
up to Pells and then 
Hoare Hut, where a 
short informal 
ceremony was held. 

Socials: Attendance at 
the evening socials was 
decreasing 
significantly, despite 
the fantastic standard 
of slideshows, so we 
decided to move them 
to Wednesday 
lunchtimes instead. 
Some of the longer 
socials (vac meets 
report back) were still 
evening events, as they 
last longer than the 
lunch hour. This was a 
huge success, and I 
suggest it be continued. 


2 



CONSERVATION REPORT 



Someone once asked me what 
I was actually required to do as 
conservation convenor and I 
could only give them a rather 
feeble answer. I must admit 
that before this year I honestly 
had never heard of MSC doing 
anything related to 
conservation, nor did I know 
what conservation for the club 
would require. I mean think 
about it, sure conservation 
sounds very good and grand, 
but what does it actually 
mean? I always think of 
conservation as the protection 
of natural, wild veld and even 
then it is in nature reserves and 
game parks. My answer to the 
question of what I was 
supposed to be'' doing as 
conservation convenor was: 
“Not'much really, cut down a 
few pine trees, fix a path and 
go to a couple of meetings.” 
However this year I have come 
to realise that there really is far 
more to conservation than 
game parks and nature 
reserves and that in fact there is 
quite a lot as a club that we can 
do! 

This year, 2003, saw two 
meets that could be 'classified' 
as conservation meets. The 
first was a path-building hike, 
which in fact was actually 
more of a trip up to the hut, 
stopping along the way to fix 
up a bit of erosion and repair a 
section of the path which no 
longer really deserved that 
description, as it was more of a 
mudslide! Fixing up the path 
turned out to be much fun, 
although at the outset it may 
have seemed like it was going 
to be a rather tedious task. I 
really need to thank the bunch 
of five guys who went up with 


me and did such a great job. I 
am sure you have experienced 
that feeling of satisfaction you 
get once you have finished a 
job and you can say to 
yourself, “wow, that really 
looks good.” The guys did an 
excellent job and we all 
celebrated with a couple of 
sundowners as we watched the 
sun's last rays fading behind 
the mountains, /h, it is then 
that we remember \ /\ ’ it is that 
we are so eager to trudge up 
these massive lumps of rock! 

The second conservation meet 
of the year was, in my opinion, 
a most satisfying experience. 
To wield such power in one's 
hands gives one an almost 
sadistic pleasure! Ok, ok let's 
cut to the chase, this meet 
involved the mass slaughter of 
THOUSANDS of that evil 
fiend, that pillager of our 
virgin mountains, that guzzler 
of our sweet waters, the 
dreaded PINE! (And Hakea 
too!). Once again I have to 
thank my fellow comrades in 
arms for a mission well 
accomplished. We traversed 
raging torrents and battled 
spiny thorns scraping our flesh 
to get near our enemy, and yet 
we still managed to cut them 
down to size! Using 
chainsaws, bow-saws and the 
strength within us, we mowed 
down all in sight, both young 
and old. It was a grim scene at 


The end of the day when they 
were lying decomposing in the 
fields, and we had lost not one 
amongst our ranks. 

Enough of the GI Jane talk. I 
really did have fun that day. 
Contrary to what you may 
think, hacking can be quite a 
blast and although you may 
come back a bit sweaty and 
dirty, you feel like you have 
done something worthwhile 
and that is going to make a 
tangible difference. 

So don't worry if you missed 
out on the conservation meets 
this year, we left quite a few 
pine trees behind just in case 
anyone else wanted a piece of 
the action! In all seriousness 
though, next year it would be 
really cool if more people 
could come and join us. We are 
going to be doing some more 
hacking, but also some other 
cool stuff like helping out at 
Rondevlei nature reserve and 
perhaps doing some fishing! 
So if you are looking to help 
protect this beautiful world of 
ours, or just want a fun day out 
in the sun, or perhaps are tired 
of the gym and want an 
outdoors workout, come join 
in on one of the conservation 
meets in 2004. 

Vernon Visser 
Conservation 
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THE WAAIHOEK PURCHASE 


Written by Greg Moseley, MSC President 


As most of the “older” 
members of the Mountain 
and Ski club will know, the 
last several years have seen 
some considerable 
difficulties with respect to 
access at Waaihoek. While 
we have been using and 
conserving the 8 000 hectare 
Zuurberg property for over 
70 years and UCT has 
actually owned this 
wonderful piece of 
mountain land since 1962, 
the access to the area of the 
huts, the ski slopes and the 
Witels Basin has always had 
a sort of Sword of Damocles 
hanging over it. The farm at 
the base variously called 
Vredehoek or Lorelei has 
undergone various changes 
in ownership and structure 
over the years. 

During my time as a student 
at UCT some time ago(!) 
the farm at the base was 
owned by Mnr. Baltes with 
whom we maintained a 
reasonably amicable 
relationship and access was 
retained with a minimum of 
fuss and bother. We built, 
during that time, two Base 
Huts to replace the original 
structure put up it the 
forties(?) one of wftich 
Mike's Palace burnt down 
in 1963 to be replaced by the 
current “covered wagon” 
concrete structure in 
1964/65. Much use was 
made of these huts as a 
staging post on the long 
grind to Point Hi (note the 
spelling!) and Pells Hut. The 
building of Hoare Hut in the 
(very) early seventies served 


to reinforce the Club and 
breed a new generation of 
devotees. Those of us of the 
older generation are totally 
delighted that the current 
crop of students are treating 
the property and the huts 
with the care and attention 
that they deserve. 

Obviously, the access to the 
property over Vredehoek 
remained a key issue 
throughout the years and the 
situation that developed 
some ten or so years ago 
pose a real threat to the 
access to the Zuurberg 
property and by extension, 
to the UCTMSC as 
Waaihoek has been the 
binding force holding the 
Club together through the 
inevitable. leaner years 
which do occur from time to 
time. The basic problem was 
that at the time that the farm 
was subdivided eventually 
into six portions the upper 
portion, encompassing the 
piece of land stretching from 
Zebasberg to Waaihoek peak 
to the parking lot below 15 
minutes walk below Base 
Hut. This obviously critical 
portion was bought by Mr 
Robbie Meyer as a retreat 
from the hurly burly of 
modem life where he could 
pursue his spiritual 
development started during 
his years as a Buddhist monk 
in the east. Arguably he 
might perhaps have chosen a 
more suitable piece of land 
as, of course, there was, and 
is, a fair amount of “traffic” 
across this portion. 


Unfortunately, UCT did not 
have any real right of access 
to cross this portion of 
Vredehoek other than many 
years usage, in legal terms a 
via necessitate. 
Unfortunately, over the 
years, various developments 
served to alienate Mr Meyer 
from the mountaineering 
community in general and 
the UCTMSC in particular. 
It is not necessary to detail 
the history of this long and 
painful period for all parties 
as, thankfully, the wounds 
caused by various actions 
are at last beginning to heal. 
Suffice to say that after 
many attempts over the 
years to reach a negotiated 
settlement, it appeared that 
the final recourse of 
Supreme Court action to 
resolve the issue would have 
to be followed. While the 
UCT lawyers were 
confident of a successful 
outcome, there was a real 
risk that the decision could 
go against the University 
;md we would lose the 
access route to the huts via 
Point Hi and be left with the 
Ceres access l *oute via 
Adderly Street. This of 
course would have been 
totally disastrous. 

At this point in history, the 
writer returned to South 
Africa and for some 
unknown reason(!) became 
involved in a big way with 
the MCSA. He also 
succumbed to the flattery 
poured on him by the 
Chairman-elect at the time, 
Julia Wakeling, and took on 
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the job as Hon. Pres. Of the 
UCTMSC. As Julia's 
honorary godfather, I 
thought that it would be fun 
to be associated with the 
Club once more, you know, 
lead the odd meet, sit in on 
the odd committee meeting, 
drink some beer, go to 
Waaihoek occasionally, fun 
stuff. I then found out about 
the situation at Waaihoek... 

Being, in a sense, the new 
kid on the block and not 
having any history in the on¬ 
going problems with Robbie 
Meyer, I became involved 
with the negotiations 
concerning the access via his 
portion of Vredehoek. At 
first we concentrated on 
trying to find a solution 
using a servitude or 
something similar but it 
quickly became apparent 
that this was not going to 
work and that some lateral 
thinking would be required. 
Careful talks and many 
hours of visiting with 
Robbie finally lead to the 
realisation that the best 
method of cutting this 
particular Gordian Knot was 
for Robbie to sell a portion 
of his property to UCT. Once 
this had been decided, 
everything started to fall into 
place and after several more 
weeks of negotiation a final 
settlement was reached and 
UCT agreed in principle to 
buy 257,6 hectares for a total 
consideration of R705 000. 
This portion would 
encompass all the critical 
land from the parking lot to 
Point Hi and as far as 
Zebasberg and almost to 
Waaihoek Peak and 
including Base Hut which 
would once again be 
available for use by the 


mountaineering fraternity. 

After a series of almost 
coincidental occurrences 
involving the Club's 70 ,h 
anniversary and UCT 
Council meetings 
(hopefully documented 
elsewhere in this Bulletin), 
the deal was signed, sealed 
and almost delivered we are 
still waiting on the final 
approval for the sub¬ 
division to come through as 
this goes to press. 

The money is being raised 
by various means. UCT has 
been extraordinarily 
generous in putting some 
R200 000 into the pot while 
the Cape Town Section of 
the MCS A (assisted by other 
sections and many 
individual donations) are 
putting in a further R200 000 
in return for a servitude over 
the new property and the 
remainder of the Zuurberg 
property not covered by a 
previously existing 
servitude. It must be 
emphasized that none of this 
compromises UCT's 
ownership of the properties 
and their control over the 
access to the property in 
general and Witels in 
particular. 

So ends a long and in many 
ways a sorry saga in the 
Club's history. The final 
outcome is eminently 
successful and appropriate 
and we can look forward to 
many more years of fruitful 
use of the wonderful area 
bequeathed to us by our 
predecessors. I also recently 
saw a tee-shirt that 
expressed all this in a very 
good way “We do not 
inherit the earth from our 


ancestors, we borrow it from 
our children” 

Greg Moseley 

I would like to close by 
expressing my thanks to all 
the people who have been 
involved over the years in 
this saga too many to 
mention by name. It is my 
belief that everyone had the 
best of intentions even if 
things did go awry from time 
to time! More particularly, I 
would like to thank the 
following people for their 
assistance over the last 18 
months: 

The Vice Chancellor, Prof. 
NjabuloNdebele 

The Registrar, Mr Hugh 
Amore. 

UCT's lawyer, Mr John 
Bromley 

Sports Admin at UCT, 
notably Mr John Donald. 

UCT MSC Committee for 
2003, notably the arch 
persuader, Julia Wakeling. 

My family! 


And most of all Mr Robbie 
Meyer. 



Greg Moseley 


negotiator extraordinaire 
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New property (approx.) 


Zebashore 


Waaihoek Peak 


Point Hi 




UCT MSC members will be pleased to note that as of this purchase it will no longer be 
necessary to install the historically effective pulpy banana vehicle alarm systems to prevent tyre 
theft at Waaihoek. 
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NOVEMBER 2002 

ZUURBERG TOUR DE 


Leader: Geoff du Toit 

Group: Tracy de Villiers, 

Nic Gibson, Andrew Hagen, 
Doug Hildebrand, Chame 
Lavery, Lotti MacHine 
(Bridget Magni), Ruth 
Woudstra 

Author: Andrew Hagen 

Conceptually this was the 
ultimate hike. Leave 
immediately after exams end, 
traverse the big peaks of the 
Hex, and float down the 
Witels what more could you 
want? 

The plan was to ascend to the 
Milner vlakte and then 
attempt Milner Peak on day 
1, then climb over the spine 
of mountains to Perry Refuge 
and eventually drop into the 
Waaihoek Basin for a sample 
of the Witels, before climbing 
out at Adderly Street. 

On a warm November 
morning, with the scars of 
exams not yet healed, we 
gathered at Ruth's place for a 
coffee boost before 
embarking on our epic 
journey. After a gloating 
farewell to Ruth's exam- 
bound housemates we were 
on the road, and before we 
knew it we where mimicking 
seagulls in Bain's Kloof pass. 
By the time we reached Ceres 
it was hot and muggy, and a 
few clouds were starting to 
build around Milner. So 
what. 

Anyway, a clever game was 
bom. At the start we each 
wrote down our names, then 
shuffled them and 
redistributed them. The idea 
was to separate the person 
(whose name you got) from 


the group, and then murder 
them in cold blood (well not 
really, but it's the thought that 
counts). This was to unfold 
over the next five days, a 
psychological labyrinth of 
deception and fear. The 
extremely nice part is that 
nobody knows who's killing 
who or who's actually dead 
and so on, so there's plenty of 
potential for haunting your 
friends. 

We had the obligatory swim in 
Stu' Dam and then the equally 
obligatory hot and scratchy 
slog up to Milner Vlakte. On 
top, a very lazy lunch led to a 
moderately lazy trek to a camp 
spot. After setting up camp we 
decided to have a look at 
Milner Peak, so we set off up 
toward the Milner nek, where 
we nearly got blown away. So 
instead of continuing up into 
deteriorating weather, we 
made ourselves comfortable 
in the teeth of the gale and 
played a jovially macabre 
game of "Zip goes the Body 
Bag". Back at the camp the 
climate was totally different, a 
beautiful evening in fact. A 
few games of Arsehole and Go 
Fish inffracy's ample tent, and 
day one was over. 

The next morning was 
perfect, not a cloud in the 
sky. A hot slog up toward the 
Shale Peaks, taking time to 
crawl around in Underground 
River tunnels, of course, and 
suddenly we were peering 
over the abyss, into the 
depths of Three Tower Kloof. 
This part of the Hex is 
probably the most 
spectacular, where grassy 
domes give way to red cliffs 
which plunge down and 


FORCE 

down into infinite darkness 
and out of sight. There is 
nothing like this place, so if 
you haven't yet seen it, make 
sure you do. It took 
enormous psychological 
discipline to get up and leave, 
but somehow we managed it. 
The summit dome of 
Buffelshoek Peak 
disappeared under our feet, 
and soon we were on top of 
the highest peak on Zuurberg. 
Even then, in mid November, 
there was some snow left on 
the peak's imposing south 
face. We managed a really 
contrived snow fight, one of 
those ones where one guy ‘ 
finds a snow patch and starts 
pot-shotting the rest of us, 
then acts all smug over lunch. 
Yes, we've all been there. I 
think Doug was the culprit, 
but I really can't remember. 

We snapped our summit 
shots, and then inexplicably 
went to sleep. Realising that 
we were only supposed to 
sleep at Perry, we had to get 
* up and moving, a task made 
easier when Chame started 
distributing Super-C's. 
Somehow Nic got two, and 
totally blitzed us on the 
descent. 

After negotiating the rock 
bands and the saddle we 
climbed over Sentinel Peak, 
stopping to admire the 
afternoon light on 
Buffelshoek Peak, and the 
huge black shadows on its 
south side. On the summit, 
Nic and I killed each other 
and then joined forces to 
open the can holding the 
summit log. 
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After negotiating the huge 
scree that you see from 
Waaihoek, we arrived at 
Perry just as darkness closed 
in. The temperature pulled a 
Drakensberg stunt and 
plummeted as the sun 
disappeared. 

That night, as we were 
whiling away the evening in 
the hut, the resident mouse, 
yes, you guessed it, Rastus, 
climbed up onto Lotti's 
shoulder. Predictably she 
screamed (Lotti, not Rastus, 
although he probably wet 
himself at this point). 
Predictably, the other three 
girls screamed in unison. 
Predictably, the guys laughed 
loudly. Predictably the girls 
were not amused and made 
excuses like they thought it 
was a snake or a spider or... - 



The sunrise the following 
morning was truly amazing. 
From the nek above the hut 
one can see towers of 
glowing red rock and deep 
hazy ravines, against a 
backdrop of looming blue 
shadowed cliffs of the 
inaccessible peaks to the 
south. There was a fresh, 
warm morning breeze 
blowing up the gully, and 
starling-like birds were 
floating from pinnacle to 
pinnacle, their wings glowing 
red against the rising sun. It 
was the most fantastically 
perfect scene, yet despite the 
ample poetry, all I got for my 
attempts to bring the others 
upHhere was disgruntled 
snorts and irritable sleeping 


bag shuffling sounds. So I 
went back up the nek and sat 
there motionless for about an 
hour. 

Later we set off on the 
traditional route to 
Waaihoek, following the odd 
cairn until somewhere below 
Windsor Peak we turned and 
wandered in the general 
direction of the now 
beckoning river. It was a 
ridiculously hot day, and 
after hours of scratchy 
vegetation and the odd bite 
of chocolate bar, we reached 
our final hurdle, a steep reed 
covered bank down to a 
wooded ravine, and on to the 
other side, Happy Hill! The 
first to bash their way 
through the more-than-head- 
high reeds managed to 
stumble and fall several 
times, thus opening several 
hideous flesh wounds, and a 
Super-tube of sorts for the 
rest of us. After refuelling on 
Super-C's from Chame, we 
discovered a path for the first 
time on the hike. Getting into 
the Witels and its cool 
climate was such a relief 
after the heat of the day, and 
before we knew it we were at 
Disa camp. Thus followed a 
relaxed evening of 
swimming, working out were 
to go to go, and balancing on 
our knees while trying to 
nudge small stones with the 
tips of our noses. That night 
Ruth sang a song she had 
been composing for the last 
three days, in which a verse 
was dedicated to each 
member of the party, and a 
good one it was too. Rolling 
around with laughter in the 
black dirt soon gave way to 
snoring in the black dirt, and 
then it was Day Four. It 
began like any other day, 
except now we were trapped 


in a canyon, and we got out 
of bed about four hours later 
- we had to waterproof our 
bags, as clouds were 
building, and a chilly wind 
was picking up, but 
otherwise it was the same. 
Now the interesting part 
began... While some of the 
group practically lived in 
water, there were others, 
such as myself, who were 
more at home on land. In fact 
Doug once remarked, in the 
way only Doug can, that he 
felt like a fish out of water 
when it came to swimming. 
Despite all this, we all 
survived. 

Futile attempts to keep our 
feet dry while rock-hopping 
were ended when we arrived 
at the first wade. Well it 
wasn't really a wade, in that 
one doesn't really wade in 
neck deep water. In order to 
keep our packs dry, not 
wanting to rely solely on 
splash covers; Nic had 
brought a discreet little 
Spiderman inflatable 
doughnut, and myself a 
mighty inflatable boat with 
Tweety on it. As it turned 
out, Tweety did me proud, 
but Spiderman just couldn't 
cut it. Hence the 
embarrassment of dragging 
the kiddie boat around all 
day was eased by the fact 
that none of my gear was wet 
at all, not even the hint of a 
wet patch. Nic made use of 
Spiderman by placing him on 
his head, rather like a 
sombrero. 

After several wades and 
swims, the canyon becomes 
narrower and more and more 
spectacular, with waterfalls 
pouring in from either side, 
sending beads of light 
plummeting past black 
canyon walls. 
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By the time we reached 
Tunnel swim, the longest of 
the day, we had been frozen 
by the canyon wind, and 
were slipping and sliding 
over 500m of rocks before 
we could get back into the 
water. Tunnel swim is one of 
the most hauntingly beautiful 
and hidden places. The river 
drops down a few cascades at 
the mouth of the swim, so 
you go from a well-lit 
boulder-strewn stream bed 
with sparkling cascades on 
either side, to a black void, 
like an enormous cavern. In 
the dark distance, as your 
eyes begin to adjust, you see 
a faint flickering light at the 
end of the tunnel, a shy 
reflection that gives you hope 
that the darkness will end. 
Once in the water, the 
experience is heavenly. After 
the wind chill on our wet 
bodies the water felt like a 
hot bath -it was difficult to 
get out at the end! But Geoff 
was brewing hot tomato 
soup, so suddenly there was 
every reason to get out of the 
water, and we spent the next 
hour basking in the sun 
thawing our broken bodies. 
After all this swimming, the 
river opens out and one can 
boulder-hop all the way to 
Adderly Street, if one so 
desires. Not surprisingly, this 
option was eagerly received. 
Throughout the day we cane 
across various items of gear, 
clothing, sleeping bags, and 
so on, snagged in the reeds 
beside the river. But the prize 
of the day was a very handy 
walking stick, complete with 
trendy duct-tape handle. This 
discovery allowed me to 
mimic Lotti, otherwise 
known as Gandalf the Grey, 
for the rest of the hike, 
providing endless 
entertainment. And so day 4 


was concluded, but night 4 at 
the Alder Ring held its own 
secret. Nic surprised us by 
producing a second, yes you 
heard me right, a second item 
of equipment that did not 
bear a Cape Storm logo. In 
this case it was a "Winnie the 
Pooh" book (the first item 
was the hapless Spiderman). 
So Nic proceeded to read the 
story to us, in which Pooh 
and Piglet go hunting and 
nearly catch a Woozle.The 
story begins when Pooh 
heads out into the Hundred 
Acre Wood for a stroll one 
morning, and later Piglet 
joins him, wandering around 
a thicket. But as they round it 
they discover the tracks in 
the snow of some animal, 
probably a woozle, says 
Pooh. They bravely decide to 
follow its tracks in the hope 
that they might catch it, but 
tension mounts as they 
discover another set of tracks 
in the snow. A second woozle 
has joined them, and then a 
little later, two more 
woozles. 



By this stage Piglet has 
become rather nervous, and 
suddenly remembers that he 
needs to perform some 
arbitrary task that really has 
to be done at roughly that 
time of day, so he tells Pooh 
that he must be on his way, 
and that Pooh will have to 
confront the woozle himself. 


I think Christopher Robin • 
helped them out in thee , 
but by then we were fallihg 
asleep to the sounds of the 
river. 

The final day of our odyssey 
began with the timely arrival 
of the honourable David 
Glass and Matt Briton. They 
had been climbing on the 
Woolworth Buildings, had 
spent the night at Perry, and 
had hiked in via Adderly 
Street to ur popular site. 
After helping us drink our 
coffee, it occurred to Matt 
that it might be a -good idea 
to waterproof his and Dave's 
packs, since they were 
aboutto head down the rest of 
the Witels-themselves. 
Naturally it hadn't occurred 
to them to bring any plastic 
bags, so they decided to use 
Geoff s instead. After 
wishing them well for the 
day, which they had just 
discovered was not half way 
through (they didn't have a 
watch) we saw them 
disappear among the reeds, 
and got down to our own 
clearing up. Soon we were 
out of the river and hiking on 
solid ground, through the site 
of many a freshers' hike, 
and down over the endless 
path to Stu' Dam in 
increasingly hot and muggy 
weather. Another swim, as if 
we hadn't had enough 
already, some sunburn, and 
we were off. But the lure of 
the local Spur was to much to 
resist, so we piled in and 
checked up on the cricket 
score, ate a couple of large 
meals, and drank roughly 
two thirds of the town's water 
supply. 

And then we 

melodramatically drove off 
into the sunset. 
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FEBRUARY 2003 

FRESHERS’ COUNTRY MEET 


Leader: Those who have been here before 

Group: Those who have no idea where they’re going and fell for Dave Acott’s brass water tap 
stuck cunningly next the path of thirsty freshers 

Author: Martin Sheelke 



The main reason I went with on the 
MSC freshers meet was so that I 
could meet the person who’s foto is 
on the front of the 2002 MSC 
journal. This aberration from a 
long gone Viking era is seen 
balancing on a skateboard on a 
mathematically unstable peak of 
rock high on the sunny 
Spitskoppie. The red beard, the 
confident pouted lip, the graze 
below the left knee and the 
contented demeanour of a 
concentrated madman are traits 
which often appear in student 
mountain club members. They 
were there at Wits, and they are 
hereatUCT. 

He wasn’t with on the meet, but the 
freshers meet is meant for 
aberrations in training and for 
other nice young sociable people 
who want to get into the excellent 
natural resources and climbing 
experiences that MSC has to offer. 
As far as I can remember there 
were about 100 students on the 
early morning Saturday trip from 
the info centre to Zuurberg. About 


twenty of them appeared to be 
female American exchange 
students (who after meeting all the 
keen okes on Saturday night 
definitely know that the Southern 
hemisphere stars are different to 
the Northern hemisphere stars). 
Some of the students were oldies, 
but the happy majority were bog 
standard South African UCT first 
years. 

Our climb up the mountain was 
broken by a visit to the damn. A 
very strange courting ritual 
commenced which I saw from a 
distance: All the male freshers 
were queuing bare chested on the 
damn wall taking turns to jump 
whilst all the females were sitting 
giggling on an opposite ledge. It is 
not clear whether this was 
converted to any action later that 
night, but it was a cooling break 
from the relatively hard and hot 
climb to the top. 

We set up camp in the mountain 
paradise and much socialising, 
swimming and some climbing was 


done. As far as the climbing went, 
several interesting routes were 
opened by Bruce Spottiswoode, 
Steve Davis and David Accott. Top 
ropes were set up, and those who 
took the walk to the rock face got 
some good climbing in. 

The night thickened, songs were 
sung, massages were given, 
corruptions were attempted, foods 
were eaten at varying hygienic 
levels and we went to sleep under 
the aforementioned Southern 
hemisphere stars. Asleep ALONE, 
in my case, after having being 
reprimanded by Cath Elliot a 
sensible graduate for trying to 
explain the finer points of page 97 
of my anatomy textbook to a 
particularly bountiful and virile 
little exchange student. 

The next day was a beaut: Our 
souls were filled (with fruit salad), 
there were hangovers all round and 
we bathed in the sweet waters of 
the mountain stream before 
descending home. The fruit salad 
descended later. 
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MARCH 2003 


PEER’S CAVE CLIMBING 


Leader and Author: Craig 
Peters 

Group:Innumerable, but 
including Jo 
Hotchkiss, 
Brendan 
Bussell, Derek 
Martin and 
Dom Pitot 

This was the first meet that I 
ever lead for the MSC, with 
Peer's Cave being a fantastic 
place for beginners to try out 
the sport of rock climbing. 
Most of the routes are focused 
on the 14-20 range and are 
relatively short, not requiring 
huge amounts of endurance. 
Funny enough, I think it also 
has the easiest bolted and 
graded route in the whole of 
Cape Town...quite a few of 
my thought it to be their 
favourite rock climb 
ever...Visions of Cosmic 
Bloom grade 7! 

Peer's Cave, for me, is a very 
relaxed crag. There is plenty 
of room to chill out in the 
shade and check the blood 
vessels on the climbers' 
foreheads strain and swell 
from the exertion. But more 
significantly, it has some 
incredible views: Perched 
above Fish Hoek, Peer's Cave 
sticks out high above 
Noordhoek, Kommetjie and 
Fish Hoek beaches,, some of 
the peninsula's most beautiful. 
Added bonus: incredible sun 
rises and sun sets over the 
ocean. 

Peer's Cave is where I first red- 
pointed a grade 22 climb. " 
Puppet on a String" is a very 
tight and pinchy route. For 
the start, one must balance on a 
pile of rocks, already 1.5 m 


above the ground, before one 
can reach the first foot hold. 
From there, reach up to a sharp 
crimper to take a layback to the 
left. Pull up again to another 
sharp crimper, trying not to 
loose too much skin in the 
effort. Then to a 'rest' point 
where one braces one's self for 
the final push to the chains. 
This was the worst! You must 
please be aware of the negative 
sloping rail there, which we 
have now verified, is made out 
of soap. Manoeuvre a little to 
the right again, then go for the 
big lunge to a hold not visible 
from the chains. I must say, 
very little can ever beat the 
feeling of accomplishing 
something you thought 
impossible. 

Another significant route, is 
"Talking to the Trees" -18. A 
horrendously steep route that 
has huge holds, which make 
climbing a dream. The route 
gets its name from the tree that 
used to grow there. When you 
zippered off the wall, you 
invariably ended up talking to 
the trees. 

Derek and Dom are friends of 
mine from Smuts and from 
climbing. They were doing a 
route called "Ward's Walk Up" 
grade 19. This is a very 
pumpy route, the whole crux is 
basically to get over this 
awkward overhang, but there 
is a problem: You are only 
about 3m off the ground, your 
last bolt is just below you, and 
your next bolt is still 2m above 
your head. This implies that 
you must have more slack than 
the distance to the ground will 
allow you, just to get to the bolt 
above the crux. Very 
interesting! 


Dom found this out the hard 
way. Just shy of the elusive 
bolt, he had made it up without 
a worry, but then trying to clip 
in, he asked for some slack 
from his belayer, Derek. Now 
clipping in is often the hardest 
thing to do on a route. Your 
muscles are already so 
pumped full of adrenaline that 
you just can't get the dexterity 
you need so badly to do an 
otherwise easy task. Dom got 
the slack and tried to clip in, he 
fiddled it and dropped the 
rope, he picked it up again, this 
time hurriedly, desperate to 
prevent his other sweaty hand 
slipping off the grip. He 
dropped the rope again, but 
this time, it dropped and 
wrapped around his arm. He 
cried “Slipping!!!” and Derek 
tried to pull in all the slack that 
Dom had asked for, but it was 
too late. Dom fell, launching 
Derek barefoot into the broken 
dead trees just below the route. 
The rope halted Dorn's fall as 
his feet touched the ground. It 
had also given him the coolest 
twirling rope-burn tatoo 
around his arm. Derek picked 
up some battle wounds on his 
feet from the sharp wood, both 
were pale-faced. Climbing 
can be hectic if you are not 
careful or fail to avoid routes 
that are badly bolted. Dom 
and Derek learnt the hard way. 

After all that, it was still a 
relaxing day, as climbing 
always is. We walked down to 
the car while the sun was 
fighting with the sky for every 
last second of passionate pink. 


13 




10 RULES OF THE GREYTONTO 

McGregor trail 


Author: Ailsa Leitch 

Suggestions were submitted by all who made it 
down in time for tea and cake 

1. Leave early as to avoid midday heat and 
dehydration. 

2. When you become dehydrated and develop 
heat stroke, stop off at oak falls for a refreshing 
swim and lunch. 

3.1f this fails, make sure you have a bunch of 
medical students to resuscitate you. 

4. When they fail, get some hikers to go on 
ahead and speak to the friendly farmer at the 
over night stop, to come and fetch you in his 
bakkie. 

5. Don't borrow 3 rd grade quality backpacks 
from the club. 

6.1f you have, then make sure some guy called 
Iain is on the hike... he serves as a general 
packhorse/ firemaker/ chef and only needs 
about 12 hours notice before the hike starts. 

7.Make sure you get to the hut first, so that you 


can use the braai place and eat supper before 
10:3 Oat night. 

8. Make sure the other hiking parties at the hut 
are rich professionals who carry up way too 
much food and wine and then donate it to you, 
the ever-eager student. 

9. Bring lots of fun loving individuals with and 
you are guaranteed to have a good time. 

10. Getbackto Greyton in the early afternoon so 
as to find quaint coffee shop for cool drink and 
cake. Yum yum. 
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Time to leave the smog-choked city in your dust. 
Find ’Nowhere' on the map, head for the middle of it 
and don't come back 'til you've tested your body, 
toned your mind and flexed your spirit. 


Stores nationwide. Call 08000 34000 or visit www.capeunionmart. 






MARCH 2003 


TABLE MOUNTAIN OVERNIGHTER 


Leader: Geoff duToit 
Group: Andrew Hagen, 
Stijn Laenen, Ross Hartley, 
Jean-Claude..., Rena..., 
Lauren..., Margaret..., Dan 
Westerhof, Alison..., 
Laurie... 

Author: Andrew Hagen 

The plan: a scramble up 
Ledges, or a hike up 
Skeleton Gorge, a night at 
the MCSA hut, stunning 
views, sundowners and the 
like. However, things turned 
out a little differently when 
the monsoons came early... 

Things were looking a bit 
dubious that damp Saturday 
morning when we arrived 
and could not see the 
mountain, so Ledges wasn't 
going to be a good option. 
Thus a hike along the 
contour path to Nursery 
ravine was favoured. At the 
outset the party included 
about 18 people, but as the 
rain soaked in, enthusiasm 
dwindled, and by the time 
we reached Nursery we were 
down to 11, the others 
having opted out and gone 
down along 1 the way. 
Nursery was, however, 
absolutely beautiful, as it 
always is when the cloud is 
down. Ghostly shapes of 
rocks and trees emerging out 
of the grey as we ascended, 
water dripping off the crags, 
and that cold silence which 
ope can only experience on a 
mountain. Once on top, the 
wind tore into our soaked 
bodies, so without further 
ado we set off for the hut. 
This was a little interesting, 
as the visibility was 
practically zero.- But with 
knowledge of the mountain 


and Stijn's map, the hut was 
found without too much 
trouble, and on arrival we 
quickly set about converting 
it into an indoor swimming 
pool. After stripping off our 
soaked garments and 
replacing them with damp 
ones, we all ate damp lunch 
and burrowed into the hut 
blankets. 

The rest of the afternoon was 
spent playing cards, and 
after that, multiple games of 
psychologist (in which one 
person is thrown out, the 
others choose a common 
affliction, and that one 
person has to then work out 
what it is by asking a series 
of dumb questions). This 
game turned, out to be a real 
hit, allowing us to insult all 
sorts of people including 
fellow students, Frenchmen, 
and George W Bush. It was 
through this game that we 
really got to know each 
other, JC who was 
particularly articu.late, 
Lauren with her refreshingly 
forthright answers, and 
Maahgwett who had by now 
recovered from an earlier 
incident with some foaming 
pants. While Rena sat 
motionless like a blanketed 
sentinel, Dan kept us all fed 
with his bottomless bag of 
dried fruit, notably the 
seemingly infinite supply of 
prunes. In addition, copious 
amounts of chocolate and 
pretzels were consumed, a 
bottle of wine also making a 
brief appearance. 

Lo and behold, the heavens 
cleared just before sunset, so 
some of us (who hadn't 
learnt our lesson) decided to 


go for a stroll, with Stijn and 
myself running off to bag 
Kasteelsberg, Geoff, Ross 
and others heading in the 
direction of Tranquility 
Cracks. But after admiring 
an awesome sunset, the 
weather closed in and it 
started raining again, so by 
the time we reached the hut 
we had now wet our 
remaining dry clothes. 

We all enjoyed supper that 
night, a hot meal at last, with 
dried fruit involved once 
again as part of GeofFs 
controversial pasta topping. 
Stijn and I then embarked on 
a mission to bore the others 
to death with an all-out, 
head-to-head Drakensberg 
quiz. In the end this was won 
by Stijn, having stumped me 
12 times to my 9, the rest of 
the group's lives hanging by 
athread. 

The next morning the 
v'eather seemed to be 
clearing, but didn't. We 
opted to head up the Valley 
of the Red Gods and then 
across Echo Valley to the top 
of Platteklip. Some 
investigation of the tunnels 
and caves in the former 
valley and the somewhat 
disturbing lack of echoes iii 
the latter brought us out onto 
the level stretch behind 
Platteklip, where by now the 
cloud was thick and the frogs 
croaked, and the last of 
Dan's legendry prunes were 
eaten. The hike down was 
done in constant 
conversation with an Aussie 
tourist, who seemed to love 
it here. Mind yoif, after a 
weekend outnumbered by 
Americans in your own back 
yard, it would have felt a bit 
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odd to have run into any 
South Africans up there. 

Back on the contour path the 
sun decided to grace us with 
its presence (as did the rain, 
ironically), so some of the 
party opted to head back to 
campus via the saddle and 
Newlands Ravine. A hot slog 


to the saddle was followed 
by the soothingly cool 
afternoon shade of the 
ravine. In no time (well, not 
really) we were back at 
campus, just in time to see 
the stragglers of the Argus 
Cycle Tour passing by (one 
crafty marshal was holding 
the 99km board upside- 


down). 

And thus concluded the most 
thoroughly enjoyable "wet- 
and-miserable" hike that one 
could wish to have. As 
entries in the hut logbook 
will confirm, the rain soaked 
our clothes but didn't 
dampen our spirits! 





& 
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SNOW ON TABLE MOUNTAIN! 


pictures by Peter Hagen 
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SUICIDE GORGE 


Leader: Julia Wakeling 
Group:various adrenaline 
junkies 

Author: 

The trip to Suicide 
Gorge on the 30 th of 
March was a day of 
release and, at least in 
my part, of personal 
revelations. It was 
exhausting, 
exhilarating and 
utterly enjoyable, 
without a doubt a day 
to look back on. 


Under the refreshing 
leadership of Julia 
Wakeling, armed 
with a makeshift 
Mandela 
impersonation, our 
group of twelve 
managed to escape 
the clouds besieging 
Cape Town, and were 
gifted with a fine, 
slightly Windy day. 
After a few hours' 
leisurely hike, and a 
brief rest, the real 
adventure started off 


with a few bum slides. 
Then it was time for the 
jumps. There is little that 
can describe the 
adrenaline rush of 
overriding your very 
deepest instincts of self- 
preservation, and 
hurtling yourself down a 
cliff. A member of the 
group summarised it 
perfectly, and I quote, “ 
There is something 
wrong with looking at 
the top of trees... and 
then jumping”. The next 


THE MOUNTAIN CLUB OF SOUTH AFRICA 

\ 


From the MCSA Summit 

Having recently taken over the reins as 
president of the Mountain Club of SA I find 
myself asking some difficult questions. 
Who is the MCSA and what do they want to 
be? How does it best represent the moun¬ 
taineers of South Africa? And indeed, what 
are mountaineers? Are they people with 
big beards who are found braving the ele¬ 
ments on desperate alpine peaks, the per¬ 
son ambling along a marked footpath in the 
wild or the boulderer spending hours trying 
to slap a sloper a metre off the ground. 
Questions that I believe may have gone 
ungrappled for too long. 

South Africa has changed radically in 
the last decade. There,s a new government 
which is implementing new laws to adhere 
to its ideology. The climbing scene also 
looks very different. Without being able to 
quote any figures, I would venture to say 
that there are more people climbing bolted 
sport routes than trad routes, and that a 
large percentage of these are not members 
of any club or organisation to look after their 
interests. The Hiking Federation which rep¬ 
resented hikers and hiking bodies is not ful- 
filing this function anymore and no players 
appear to have* moved into the void. 


Previously reasonably well funded govern¬ 
ment wilderness areas are on tight budgets, 
yet never before has conservation been as 
high on the Government’s agenda as it is 
now. 

As for the MCSA, we are faced with the 
challenge of an ever expanding range (and 
complexity) of activities. This coupled with 
the fact that the typical volunteer worker of 
the past just does not have the same 
amount of time to devote to any one pas¬ 
time has meant that the MCSA faces the 
ever growing predicament of having to pay 
people to get jobs done alongside volunteer 
workers. 

We are the premier mountaineering 
organisation in Southern Africa; being one 
of only two UIAA affiliated clubs in Africa, 
being the oldest, with a proud track record, 
having a solid membership, owning not 
insubstantial property and having a robust 
machinery to address the issues facing the 
mountaineering community. I believe we 
need to draw in as many mountaineers 
(from all spheres) as possible so that we 
can work together to further the interests of 
our passion. 

Roland Magg 
National MCSA President 



• Mountaineering 
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KLOOFING THE WEEKEND OF THE 

MONTAGUE FLOODS! Die Hel to De Hoek Klooflng 


The motley crew: Steve "fearless 
leader" van Helden, Rhyan "can 
we kill it?" Matthews, Jeremy 
"banana boy" Venniker and Jono 
"bugger, I slipped again" Overett. 
Also starring: Steve’s "beast" 
landie, the farm manager and farm 
laborer. 

Author: Jono Overett 

Overlooking ominous storm 
warnings and damning weather 
reports, in our infinite wisdom, we 
checked the sky early on Friday 
morning, didn’t see too many 
clouds and reckoned we were in 
for a perfect three days klooflng 
ohe of the gems that the Western 
Cape has to offer. Near Porterville 
we stopped at De Hoek farm, our 
end point, and organised with 
Steve’s boere friends (don’t worry 
we won’t even ask Steve!) and 
quickly demonstrated our 
atrocious Afrikaans while 
attempting polite conversation 
with the farm laborer who drove 
us into the Groot Winterhoek 
mountains to begin the hike. 

Having gathered our stuff with 
Jono whinging about leaving his 
sunscreen in the Landie (turns out 
it would’ve been about as useful to 
us as a bicycle to a fish). We set out 
rapidly covering the flat and 
uneventful hike .o Die Hel, our 


lunch spot - a massive and truly 
spectacular mountain pool 
surrounded by cliffs. Lunch was 
spent swimming under the 
waterfall, exploring a large cave 
filled with Godzilla pooh (okay, so 
maybe it was bat guano) and 
having our first encounter with the 
numerous hungry little fish 
nibbling anything within reach of 
the surface, including fingers. We 
then waterproofed our kit and 
started down the kloof. 

It soon became evident that some 
members of our party were a bit 
lacking in the middle ear facilities 
and with large, wet algae-covered 
boulders in abundance, provided 
good general amusement while 
repeatedly falling over. After a 
while we decided that a section of 
flat rocks was as good as anywhere 
for a night spot and after settling 
down and spreading our stuff out 
to dry, we entertained ourselves by 
catching some fish with a large 
brimmed hat. And once you’ve 
caught a fish, you want to cook and 
eat it of course, well at least if 
you're name’s Rhyan you do. Just 
as well we brought supper, because 
we would have needed about 50 
fish each to satisfy any sort of 
hunger, they were so small. 

As we settled down to sleep, we 


noticed more and more stars 
disappearing, but Steve, the 
eternal optimist, assured us that it 
would probably blow over quickly 
without wetting us. Needless to 
say we awoke to a grey sky which 
soon decided to start spitting on us. 
After more assurances from Steve, 
we set out with the rain only 
getting harder, so in between 
swimming and getting pissed on, 
our hands got numb and we slipped 
all over the place on the wet rocks. 
Nevertheless, being a dapper 
bunch of young lads we didn't 
complain and the rain dried up at 
about lunch time. The lower 
sections of the river were choked 
with plants and we wound our way 
through a maze of waist deep 
waterways and prickly reeds to the 
second night stop, or so we 
thought. It turns out that Steve's 
estimation of the time for the hike 
was based on a previous family trip 
and not on the pace of four fittish 
male students, in other words it 
was pretty hopeless. We arrived at 
the proposed campsite at 
lunchtime and were back at the 
farm about two hours later. 
Having arranged to get the Landie 
the next day only, we fortunately 
tracked down the farm manager 
and headed home a day early. The 
next day the Montague floods hit, 
and the rest as they say, is history. 








MARCH 

HEX TRAVERSE. THE ABRIDGED 


VERSION 

Leader: Ake Fagereng 

Party: Ake Fagering, Andrew 
Hagen, Stijn Laenen, Dom 
Pitot, Derek Martin,Vernon 
Visser, Raymond Kroger, 
Briet Coetzer, Catherine 
Musto 

As the title suggests, this hike 
was not quite the complete 
circuit, it was, however, one of 
the more remarkable 
"summer" hikes I have 
experienced. We had planned 
to do the regular Hex traverse, 
i.e. start with Fonteintjiesberg 
near Worcester, spend the 
night at Thomas hut, and then 
traverse to Perry Refuge right 
in the bowels of the Hex. From 
here we were to hike out via 
Waaihoek, possibly even 
making a detour to climb 
Mostertshoek Twins. 

Well, it all started the way any 
good MSC hike starts - very 
late. The hike up to Thomas 
hut was a stroll in the fading 
sunlight. Stijn chatted with 
Derek and Dom, whom he had 
witnessed stage a m ssy 
climbing accident at Peer ’ 
Cave two weeks earlier, while 
others talked about far more 
interesting matters such as 
engineering. Recently the area 
had experienced a fire, 40 we 
were trudging up among l umt^ 
proteas for much of theAvay. 
Once the endless zigzags vere 
conquered, the view opened 
up, revealing a whole range of 
peaks and ravines, which are 
otherwise hidden from the 
Hex. 

On arrival, we were greeted by 
an elderly couple, together 
with their daughter and her 
Swiss husband. The old man, 


Des, was clearly a hardened 
old mountain goat and was 
eager to tell us about various 
routes in the Hex. So we asked 
him about the route off 
Fonteintjiesberg to Pulpit 
Nek, which was to be the key 
route-finding section in our 
hike. He started to explain, but 
was thwarted by his wife. 
Evidently, over the years he 
had told one to many mountain 
stories and she was having 
none of this, so she saw to it 
that there was to be nothing 
but happy social chat for the 
rest of the evening. I did 
however manage to comer 
him later (on the way to the 
long-drop), and he told me all 
about Moraine Kloof 
without his wife finding out. 

After dumping our packs in 
the hut, Stijn and myself, keen 
peak-baggers, and Ake, who 
can never get enough exercise, 
decided to go and bag 
Brandwag Peak. Des was keen 
too. We all set off up the gully 
directly behind the hut. Once 
on top we had the best view of 
the weekend, from Waaihoek 
to Milner and beyond in the 
orange light of sunset. Des 
snapped off some summit 
shots of us with our famous 
flag - the 70 Peaks campaign 
was just getting off the ground 
at this stage. On the descent we 
had lengthy discussions about 
mountaineering history, ethics 
at high altitude (stepping over 
bodies and whatnot), and the 
obligatory reference to nasty 
climbing accidents. It was just 
about dark when we finally 
stumbled into the hut, and the 
others had put together a great 
meal for us. Pasta and sauce, 


Author: Andrew Hagen 

would you believe it! (feeble 
joke). We Rastus-proofed oOr 
bags and drifted off to sleep. 

The next morning did not look 
promising, but it did deliver on 
what it did promise, notably 
zero visibility and icy wind. 
Still, with Ake's legendary 
orienteering skills and Stijn's 
GPS as back up (you know, 
just in case) we made it to the 
1989m summit of 
Fonteintjiesberg. On a good 
day this is one of the most 
awesome viewpoints in the 
Hex, because it is significantly 
higher than its immediate 
surroundings. It is also well 
placed to give excellent views 
of som,e of the most jagged 
peaks in the province, but on 
this miserable day the best we 
got was a half view of the 
bottom of a ravine. Of course 
we all got excited at this point 
and started thinking the 
weather was going to clear, 
how foolish and blind of us. 
Anyway, we decided to go and 
look for a gully to descend to 
Pulpit Nek, from which we 
would traverse the steep sided 
peaks of Horseshoe and 
Mount Brody, and beyond 
them find Perry Refuge, our 
destination. We first had to 
find the gully, and of course, 
we didn't. We found a gully 
which looked reasonable from 
above, and on the 1:50 000 
map we were using, it 
appeared that we could 
traverse out to the right about 
130m down if things were 
going pear-shaped. So we set 
off, negotiating some very 
steep and slippery ground to 
the ledge we had been 
considering earlier. But it 
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appeared that we weren't 
where we thought we were, so 
we checked the map again, and 
the GPS, and my altimeter, and 
came to the conclusion that the 
map was wrong. This 
conclusion was emphatically 
reinforced when we decided to 
investigate our traverse to the 
right. Where the map indicated 
a slope, there was in fact a 
steep sided gully, with near 
vertical sides. It was simply 
too risky to attempt traversing 
around it, especially with the 
MSC rule only permitting ten 
percent loss of party members 
on hikes. So we had a cold 
lunch and set off back up the 
gully we had come down. 

Once back on top we observed 
that the weather had reached a 
state, which could be 
euphemistically described as 
sub-optimal. The wind was 
howling and the air pressure 
had dropped considerably, 
according to the altimeter 
(either that, or Fonteintjiesberg 
had become 30 m higher in 
approximately two hours). We 
now knew a storm was on the 
way, and realised that it was 
too late in the day to go 
looking for the right gully 
down. A second point of 
interest was that we were a 
party of nine, and Perry 
Refuge sleeps six at best, so in 


this weather we would be in 
for a difficult night. The only 
reasonable choice was to 
return to Thomas hut for the 
night, which was achieved by 
following a little black line 
on the GPS screen, since 
there was no visibility by this 
stage and we were in a bit of 
a hurry to get down. 

That night we snuggled into 
the hut with the other four 
and washed away our 
sorrows with a bottle of Old 
Brown and the comforting 
knowledge that we would 
have a much more 
comfortable night here than 
we would have at Perry. We 
played a few rounds of 
"Psychologist", the last 
couple of rounds in the dark 
because the others had gone 
to bed already, and the night 
drifted away. 

By now you are probably 
wondering why I said that 
this hike was remarkable. 
That's fair enough. Here's the 
explanation: 

The next morning when I 
poked my head out of my 
sleeping bag to look out of 
the loft window I saw some 
fuzzy white patches on the 
slopes around the hut, so I 
rubbed my eyes and looked 
again. I continued rubbing 
my eyes and looking again 


until Ake and Stijn woke up 
and confirmed for me that 
there was snow on the 
ground! This is South Africa, 
in March, it's not supposed to 
snow. The morning was 
dominated by this exciting 
discovery, and when we got 
home later that day we heard 
that Montague had been 
wrecked by floods, and later 
we read newspaper articles in 
which John Brimble and 
company had been caught in 
the blizzard near Windsor 
Peak after climbing up Jan du 
Toit's Kloof, only a couple of 
kilometres from where we 
had been ourselves the day 
before, and roughly where we 
had been heading for the next 
day. They did not have the 
benefit of a cosy hut, and had 
spent the night sitting in a 
fairly exposed overhang, 
lashed by the falling snow. 
Eventually they came across 
a cairn on the Waaihoek- 
Perry traverse and found their 
way out. Fortunately we just 
had to pack our bags and 
amble off down the path, the 
snow having fallen above the 
level of the hut. 

And so was concluded a very 
different summer hiking 
experience, and a reminder 
that one should never 
underestimate the Hex, 


“Indeed, whatever agonies and miseries the sufferer may 
endure on his pilgrimage to the heights, and however 
often he may swear never to return there, longing to do 
so is certain to recur. ” 

C. F. Meade 
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APRIL VAC 


THE CEDERBERG REPORT BACK 


The Group: 

Geoff du Toit (leader), 
Chris Jongens, 
Cathleen, Sam Jack, 
“Mad” Dan Anderson, 
“Boxer” Dan, “Hair” Dan 
Westerhof, Andrew Alden, 
Zanie Cilliers, Neil Hart, 
Andrew Hagen, Peter Chen, 
Cara Bothnia 

Written by: Geoff du Toit 

The Cederberg is well 
known for it’s rugged and 
beautifully contrasted 
terrain. Most people visiting 
get something out of it. 
Many return revitalized and 
inspired by what our natural 
South Africa can hold, some 
also acquire a serious 
farmers tan, new friends and 
great memories. 

For the MSC the C’berg is 
famous not only for its wild 
beauty, great climbing, and 
mysterious trails, but also 
for it’s infamy in producing 
some of the most eventful 
and, dare I say, Epic trips. 
History has repeated itself 
over and over again. For 
instance in 2000 we rolled 
one of our cars crossing the 
Uitkyk Pass. In 2001, a poor 
hiker somewhere between a 
group of fast hikers and slow 
hikers managed to miss the 
entire group, but thankfully 
navigated her way back to 
the rangers’ station. In 2002 
the group leader 
accidentally took a bad fall 
while bouldering, leaving 
her concussed, and requiring 
evacuation. So, 
understandably, I was 
nervous. My worries were 
justified, as our skills as 


iEotor mechanics were put 
severely to the test, as were 
our first aid skills on some 
nasty bums. But on the 
whole this trip will go down 
as a reminder of the 
distinction between an Epic 
and an Adventure. This was 
certainly the latter. 

It was a pretty normal start, 
meeting at the info center, 
with the leader being 
predictably late, and soon 
things were on their way - 
our choice of travel being 
two Golfs and a Landy. We 
arrived timeously at Algeria, 
but were soon delayed when 
our car shuffle to Sanddrift, 
took two hours longer than 
expected as one of the golfs 
packed in. 



We set off up towards the 
Middleburg hut in the cool 
afternoon, and made good 
time, with a well deserved 
break at the waterfall, with 
vast and tempting drop rock 
faces above and below. We 
then continued up towards 
the Middleberg hut. Andrew 
H and Nelly led the charge to 
see the setting sun as Dan 
and I bouldered and the 
others got settled into the 
evening. Mexican Burritos 
fed most of us that evening, 
and some Oom Schalk 
Lourens Peach Brandy put 


us to sleep. 

Having slept outside we 
awoke with the sun, though 
were only encouraged to get 
up when the rays finally hit 
us. The day’s plan was to 
hike across to the Groot and 
Klein Hartseer and have 
lunch at the Crystal Pools. 
Sam and “Trad” Dan (on a 
separate mission to go 
climb) buggered off as soon 
as they had the Sleeppad Hut 
in sight. The rest of the group 
headed off steadily to the 
crystal pools for a swim and 
lunch. There after it was a 
solid walk up the 
Engelsmans Pass to reach 
the Sleep Pad. The Peak 
baggers. Boxer Dan, Neil 
and Andrew bagged their 
first peak in SneeuKop, 
while the rest of us ambled 
down to a lazy pool nearby 
to the path. Well after dusk 
the group had reassembled 
from their various pursuits at 
the Sleeppad hut, where 
once again we could sleep 
outside and watch the stars 
goby. 

The next morning Dan and 
myself headed off to tackle a 
climb on Tafelberg. Maidens 
Prayer was our route of 
choice and well worth the 
climb with some long lead- 
outs on grades of 12-16. The 
top of Tafelberg is enough to 
make your imagination soar. 
Like a moonscape, weird 
and wonderful formations 
rise over the deceptively flat 
surface. The group would 
have no choice but to hike to 
the top the following day. 

In the meantime the others 
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had made their way along to 
the Welbedacht cave, some 
via big peaks others via big 
pools on the sides of the Jeep 
tracks. Dan and I managed to 
lose each other returning to 
the Cave. Dan was soon 
found by the search party, 
indignant to be rescued, 
when he was supposed to be 
rescuing me! That evening 
tuna swam in Andrew and 
Boxer Dans’ stew, and the 
Psychologist was 
discovered in all of us. The 
group was divided that 
evening between those who 
wanted to sleep under stars. 
{Read: couldn’t stand the 
mice), and those who were 
too tired to care. 

The next day was celebrated 
with a ‘packs off climb’ up to 
the summit of Tafelberg. 
Dan and Sam climbed “Cosy 
Corner” to amuse 
themselves. We made pretty 
good time singing Nellie’s 
froggie song, and all was 
fine, till we hit the 
scrambling section of the 
ascent that requires leaping 
across a chasm, and a 6m 
scramble aided by a chain. 
Most of us came out stronger' 
people, I hope, and some 
enjoyed it more than others, 
case in point: “Neil where 
are you??? Get behind my 
Arse now, NOW!!!” 
-Cathleen to Neil as she was 
clearing the crux of the 
climb. Celebrations were 
Game, shaken not stirred, 
apples and peanut butter, and 
a lot of CRAP (a.k.a. 
chocolate, raisins and 
peanuts). 

After a long, hot and 
satisfying walk we returned 
to our packs for lunch and 
headed towards Die Drif, 


our nighttime spot. By the 
time we’d got there the 
words tired and thirsty 
would have described the 
group pretty easily. “Mad” 
Dan, as ever seeing a niche 
opportunity decided to put 
his construction skills to 
work and dug a pool where 
there was none. 
Unfortunately that night, all 
the group, barring Andrew H 
and Zanie were murdered in 
front of the helpless eyes of 
Hair Dan in a game of Mafia. 
Thankfully we weren’t dead 
for long, as Cara and others 
sang the night away. 

Our last day was going to be 
the most eventful from the 
start. We were up by 5 am 
and off by 6, wanting to 
reach the Wolfberg Plateau 
for breakfast and hopefully 
sunrise. The clouds were 
spectacular and opened up a 
gate to another world 
through the Wolfberg arch. 
Never passing up on an 
opportunity, we set up a top 
rope and did some abseiling' 
down. 


Despite the offer of a harness 
“Mad” Dan as he was known 
by this point, determined to 
learn about friction 
abseiling, went over in a 
crucifix position (Rope over 
his outstretched arms). His 
facial expressions on the 
way down were fitting for 
anyone being crucified and 
though safely returned to the 
ground his rope bums were 
spectacular. 



Dan s impressive rope burns 




The famous Wolfberg Arch 
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The pain of the bums could 
hardly have been dampened by 
the rest of the group parading 
around like preschoolers 
singing, “Little baby shark, 
doo, do, doo, do, doo...” 
Thereafter we made quick 
work of the descent, stopping 
to repair Dans arm, and then 
missioning it down to Sanddrift 
for a shower, and some lunch. 
Soon after lunch we went our 
separate ways, some to Malgat 
for some climbing, jumps and 
swims, others just getting some 
rest on the cool grass and 
Cathleen, Chris, Sam and 
myself all heading off to rescue 
the errant Golf. Our 
mechanical skills amounted to 
nil, so we set off for Citrusdal, 
the Golf in tow behind the 
Landy, where Cathleen and I 
were left to sort out the car, 
while the Landy went to fetch 
the others. 

So the Cederberg adventure 
was over, but the Citrusdal 


adventure had only just begun. 
The five hours spent waiting 
for the others were well used, 
taking in a Coca-cola moment 
in the Breede River, 
entertaining horses and kids on 
the local fields, testing the local 
pubs and discovering the best 
Pizza in the Western Cape. That 
night it was a banquet all round 
at Patrick’s and a thunder and 
lightning show at the local 
caravan park to end it all off 
with. Thankfully Sam’s tent 
wasn’t the highest metal 
structure in the area otherwise 
we may have had more of a 
lightning show than 
anticipated! 

So hopefully the trend of epic 
C’Berg tips has been stemmed. 
The place is magic almost all 
year round, a paradise for 
climbers and hikers alike. 
Make sure you get to this 
special part of SA, what ever 
you have to do to get there, you 
won’t regret it. 
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A CAVING TRIP I’LL NEVER FORGET 


Leader: absent 
Cavers: Jo Hotchkiss, Tim 
Hotchkiss, Paul Hotchkiss, 
Luke vab der Heider, Craig 
Peters 

By: Jo Hotchkiss 

A caving trip to the Robin 
hood Caves above Kalk Bay: 
This trip was meant to be lead 
by Killian Hagenmann but 
due to rain all weekend, it had 
been 'cancelled.' I on the other 
hand was up for an adventure 
so I roped my two brothers, 
cousin and boyfriend up Echo 
valley in search of some 
caves! We weren't the only 
mad ones it seemed, as we did 
meet some other very dirty 
cavers on our way up who 
were most intrigued that the 
only girl in the group was 
carrying the bag with 
everyone's stuff in it! It was 
for good reason though, as I 
was attempting to do some 
last minute training for the 
Boland 90 which was the 
following Wednesday. After a 
bit of exploring we managed 
to find Robin Hood Caves. 
Craig and I had been on a 
caving meet about a year ago 
so we were hoping vague 
memories would be sufficient, 
but little did we know... 

Crawling into the damp 
darkness, torches in hand (we 
only had four torches between 
five people). We descended 
into the heart of the mountain. 
Those who have done it 
before know that it is not for 
the light-hearted or the 
claustrophobic. Added to the 
atmosphere, was the constant 
dripping and gurgling of 
underground streams due to 
the constant rain that 
weekend. I was amazed again 


at the splendour of this new 
underground world, rock 
formations rising up in turrets 
and spires, the roof high 
above you one minute, and 
then forcing you to crawl 
through its unrelenting 
tunnels the next. They press 
hard against you from every 
side so that even breathing 
becomes a conscious chore. 
The sheer length and volume 
of the caves is amazing and 
well worth exploring. After 
walking for about four hours, 

I was determined to find the 
other way out that we used 
last time, as none of us 
(except Craig who did know 
it) wanted to walk the same 
way that we had come. The 
way out involved crawling in 
a hole/stream so small that 
you couldn't turn your head at 
some stages and for the 
larger-chested men it involved 
having to breath out before 
movement forward was 
possible. 

After warning the team that 
we were approaching the 
hardest part yet, we plunged 
ahead into what we thought 
was the tunnel out. I think 
Craig would better explain 
this part as he had to be pulled 
and pushed several times just 
to get him through some of 
the tighter spots. The 
miniscule gap we managed to 
fit ourselves through was 
shared by a gurgling stream, 
which now we had no choice 
but to drag ourselves though. 
With much encouragement 
and singing to keep the 
morale up we managed to 
wriggle through the mud and 
water, with the rock pressing 
against us from all directions. 
After telling everyone for 


about the 10 th time that the 
opening was just around the 
next bend I started to worry 
that maybe we had been a bit 
too confident with our 
directions. We were by this 
time on our last set of spare 
batteries and with one torch 
short to start with, this was 
not a great prospect! It was 
time for a decision. The 
dreaded words were uttered: 
'We are going to turn around 
now guys'. There was silence. 

As painful as it was, the way 
back seemed to be easier 
though and no one was in 
need of motivation. As much 
as we were awed by the 
brilliance of this underground 
wonder we had learnt these 
past few hours to appreciate 
the outside world that we 
often take for granted 
everyday. Luckily the trip 
back was pretty uneyentful 
and the Just rays of sunshine 
streaming through the 
entrance was met with 
jubilant, yet exhausted cries of 
freedom from the depths. We 
took one look at ourselves 
covered from head to toe in 
mud, clothes in shreds, twi. 1 
remaining torches in hand and 
wt laughed. It had been an 
epic day and certainly a 
caving trip we’ll never forget! 



Jo the hardcore cave woman 
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!! GIVE THE TREES A SQUEEZE !! 


Commentary: Stephen 
vanHelden 

Rather than froth at the mouth, 
I will endeavour to construct a 
rational argument concerning 
the concept of sustainable 
development, and 
conservation in general. 

Ultimately the human race is 
selfish. If the individual, or 
even community cannot see 
any direct benefit to 
themselves in the near future, 
they are (or at least have been 
in the past) perfectly content to 
allow their problems to be 
passed on to future 
generations. This attitude 
needs to change though, and 
we need to realise that whilst 
something may appear to be 
unfeasible and more expensive 
regarding pure financial 
aspects, we cannot place a 
price on our environmental 
health. 


Now, there is an attitude of 
passivity and ‘what difference 
can one person make’, and 



the answer to that is quite 
obviously ‘immense’. By 
reviewing your lifestyle very 
slightly, and using your future 
influence to direct proposals 
favouring sustainable 
development, every person 
can make a huge impact. 

A couple of interesting facts, 
and my opinions follows: 

I truly believe that 
overpopulation is the root 
cause of every single one of the 
world’s problems. Whether it 
be famine, drought, war or air 
pollution they are all due to 
overpopulation. This needs to 
be addressed. It is interesting 
too, that the more educated and 
wealthy populations have 
small families - ideally two 
children. Two things need to 
happen. Firstly, government 
has to take legislative steps to 
limit family size - as has been 
successfully demonstrated by 
China (one of the few times 
they have made a decision 
positively affecting the 
environment). Secondly, 
people need to take 
responsibility and realise that 
life is about quality, and not 
quantity. Fewer people equals 
a better life. One just needs to 
drive to Cape Town airport to 
see the masses of people who 
are uneducated, and 
unemployed, and therefore, to 
a large degree unable to 
positively improve their 
quality of life. Now I cannot 
say that some of these people 
should not be here, however if 
their parents had perhaps been 
better educated, they would 
have understood that they 
could have provided 



Tree Hugger Steve 
more effectively for their 
family without having 16 odd 
children to herd cows over the 
N2. 

Water is the other big issue in 
my eyes. Most people truly 
believe it comes out of taps, 
and fail to understand the 
connection between 
Mountains, Rivers and taps. It 
was calculated that if every 
South African showered once a 
day, there would be no water 
for anything else in SA. Here 
people need to decide whether 
their lifestyle is conducive to a 
more able country, i.e. do you 
shower unnecessarily long, do 
you brush your teeth using a 
mug, rather than letting the tap 
run, do you use dishwashers, 
when it is more viable to take 5 
minutes to do it by hand etc. 

Another point of interest. Why 
use 3-ply toilet paper? Why 
was the stuff ever invented? It 
requires serious chemicals to 
try and break it down in our 
sewerage works, and even then 
it still cannot be properly 
broken down. This is 
absolutely ridiculous and 
should have been banned by 
government. 
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Governments need to look at 
other issues such as garbage 
disposal (i.e. no dumping -a mere 
short-term solution), fishing, 
conservation in general, logging 
and change to high temperature 
incineration such as Germany and 
Switzerland use. Across the world 
these resources are being used in a 
manner that is not sustainable, and 
degrades the environment at an 
unbelievable rate. 

I would like to draw to a close this 
discussion by mentioning air 
pollution. Many of us drive. Do 
you attempt to eliminate 
unnecessary driving by cycling or 
walking where appropriate, or 
organising lift groups to varsity 
say. The impact of 20 000 UCT 
students all following these basic 
ideas is of no small consequence. 

Furthermore, consider your entire 
year made up of x hours. How 
much trouble is it really to pick up 
the odd piece of litter lying 
around, or to give a weekend to an 
alien tree hack. The difference 
that could be seen if everyone did 
1 hour per week of something 
beneficial would be immense. 

Free Advice: Get your room a 
Bonsai/Pot plant. The good 
natural vibes it’ll give off will 
leave you healthier, wealthier and 
wiser.Like me J. 


"The difference between 
a mountain and a 
molehill is your 
perspective ” 

Al Neuharth 
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The Mountain and Ski 70th Anniversary and 
32nd Hoare Hut Birthday Party 


Written by: Julia Wakeling 

Wow what a weekend! 
There was tremendous hype 
and excitement in the build¬ 
up: a party sufficiently well 
stocked with champagne 
headed up on Friday with 
which to welcome the rest at 
Point Hi the following day. 
However, as the weather 
reports got worse and worse 
all week, our hopes of snow 
got bigger and bigger all to 
be quelled by an overcast 
drizzly weekend! This wasn't 
an entirely bad thing, as 
much fim was had in the 
cosiness of Hoare Hut for the 
whole day on Saturday and 
the whole day on Sunday! 

Sonja and company made 
sufficiently huge quantities 
of trifle for desert and the 
gluhwein flowed like never 
before, not to mention the 
vast number of bottles of 
champagne (which we didn't 
even finish, dare I say). The 
party consisted of many 
students and a sufficient 
number of ex-MSCers, to 
make things perfectly rowdy. 

Cleaning up is always a 
hectic event after so many 
people have been squished 
into the hut (on a wet 
weekend), but eventually it 
must have been finished, and 


we headed home well, all the 
present UCT students headed 
home! (What's going on 
with this club a perfectly 
good reason to miss a day of 
lectures, and you still don't 
stay?) We were replaced by 
more "oldies", who had a 
slightly more civilized 
evening on Sunday. 

Monday morning was touch- 
and-go was the weather 
going to be good enough to 
land a chopper on Zuurberg? 
We joined with the UCT 
dignitaries and took off in an 
Oryx from Ysterplaat. As we 
came through Bains Kloof a 
spectacular view of Zuurberg 
with a few puffs of cloud as 
an afterthought. 

The first landing was at Pells 
Hut and then we headed up to 
Hoare Hut for tea, cake, and a 
few elegantly short speeches. 
It was a lovely little 
ceremony to celebrate what 
will always be an amazing 
club, made up of a huge 
variety of wonderful people. 

A fantastic weekend for old 
and new a brief return to the 
spectacular place we owe for 
forming so many life-long 
friendships. 

Those who were present over 
the weekend were too 


numerous to count, but here's 
a list of those who were there 
on the Monday morning... 

UCT V-C Prof Njabulo 

Ndebele 

MrsNdebele 

UCT Deputy V-C Dr Benito 
Khotseng 

UCT Registrar Mr Hugh 
Amoore 

UCT Sports Admin Deputy 
Director Ms Lydia Hall 
Del Houmoller 
Elisabeth Anderson (nee 
Houmoller) 

Peter Anderson 

Philip Pells 

Helen Pells 

Mike Mamacos 

Audrey Mamacos 

Kimon Mamacos 

Lexie Mamacos 

Thandiwe Mamacos 

Chris Inskip 

Mary Clark 

Peter Broster 

Greg Moseley 

Ineke Moseley 

Ian Bradbum 

Marian Oliver 

Andrew Lewis 

Steven Lewis 
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Mid Hut = half way. 


The infamous words of encouragement 



Geoff and Roger snug in the loft 


Hikers, climbers and monkeys are all the same 
sub-species 


How to get famous on a bad hair day 


No worries about the cold! 
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JUNE VAC 



limbing 


Adventurers: Killian 
Hagemann, Jo Hotchkiss, 
Graham Poulter, Moritz, Jon 
StClair, Evan, Mike (Stud) 
Sands, Ake Fagering and Dave 
(the Wits team) 

Authoress: Jo Hotchkiss 



Coming from various parts 
of the country the intrepid 
hikers/climbers met up at 
Giants Castle Resort for the 
start of their adventure. At 
this point I have to add that 
arriving at 8am we only 
managed to leave around 
12pm due to the extensive 
packing that took 
place...(Mike). Ake, Evan, 
Andre, and Jon, wanted to 
mission up to the top in one 
day so the rest of us 
compressed and strapped 
everything that we could 
onto their packs and watched 
them set off into the barren 
brown landscape of burg 
winter. 

Finally, pretty laden up 
ourselves, we set off towards 
the Giants Castle pass, which 
we could just see in the 
distance, a starke horizon 
against a brilliant blue sky. 
We reached the base of the 
pass in the late 


afternoon and while setting 
up camp were rewarded with 
a beautiful view of the sun 
setting behind the peaks. 
And then it got cold! We 
leamt that week that as soon 
as the sun was setting (this 
happened quite early) that 
numerous amounts of 
clothing must immediately 
be put on if one didn’t want 
to freeze along with the 
ground and anything else 
that happened to be wet...ie. 
water bottles, wet gloves, 
plates etc. 

We woke up next morning 
enthusiastic for the hike up 
the pass and the promised ice 
beyond. The pass was in the 
challenging region but we 
finally made it up for lunch 
on the top and then it was 
onwards towards the ice. I 
have to add at this point that 
although it was midday and 
the sun was at its warmest, 
we spent lunch 


with all our warmest gear on 
crouched behind some 
rocks for shelter. We were 
very excited when we came 
across our first patches of 
ice, but our amazement grew 
when we saw the massive 
wall of ice we were going to 
conquer that week, a sight 
most South Africans would 
never have thought possible 
in this country. 

Our plan was to ice-climb for 
a day and a half and then do 
some hiking in the area for 
the rest of the week, but after 
the first day of climbing we 
decided that ice-climbing 
was a much more 
worthwhile experience. 
None of us had had much 
experience with this before, 
so we were all a bit nervous 
the first tie we were lowered 
off the top of the cliff of ice, 
axes clutched tightly in hand 
and crampons fighting for 
grip. 



We had attached the ropes to 
some boulders on top. Using 
two ropes just incase a 
misplaced axe managed to 
find its place in one of them. 
Our first attempts at axe 
swinging were soon 
mastered - this involves 
hitting the ice with some 
force in the same spot, 
usually 3 or 4 times, until it 
was firm enough in the ice to 
pull up on. This is easier said 
than done because 
sometimes the chunk of ice 
you are hitting will decide to 
separate itself from the main 
wall or left hand 
uncoordination or tiredness 
can make hitting the same 
spot quite challenging. Like 
rock-climbing, arms aren’t 
your only tools (males lip to 
show off sometimes though), 
the sharp metal spikes 
attached to your shoes 
(otherwise known as 
crampons) need to be kicked 
several times at the ice in 
order to make a small dent in 
which you can “stand”. This 
is all quite tiring work but 
exhilarating, challenging 
and well worth the 
experience. The sun shining 
off the ice turned it slight 
shades of blue and green and 
the different quality of ice, 
solid bulging masses in some 
places, long delicate ice- 
crystals in others, shone in 
stark contrast to the brown 
dry landscape surrounding it. 

This trip taught me a new 
meaning of camping. 
Luckily we got to camp at the 
top of the wall of ice, as the 
valley below seldom got any 
sun. The ground was one 
solid ice swamp though, and 
after bending most of the tent 
pegs trying to get them in, we 
gave up and piled rocks on 


them to keep the tent down. 
The one small solid ice 
stream only gave us a trickle 
of water in the late morning. 
Sleeping arrangements were 
slightly cramped as due to 
concern over the Basutos we 
kept all equipment and bags 
in the tents with us. There 
were no hot water bottles for 
us; we slept with cold water 
bottles in our sleeping bags 
just to keep them liquid. 
Food, as we discovered after 
the first meal, needed to be 
eaten out of the pot while still 
cooking, for once you had 
served you had about half a 
minute to eat it before it 
started freezing up around 
the edges. Luckily there was 
no shortage of food( 
Graham!) 


The days were spent relaxing 
in the sun, chatting, ice 
climbing and on a few 
occasions hauling people 
back up the ice. We also 
climbed Giants Castle Peak 
one of the evenings and 
wathced the sun setting over 
the world below. A bit of 
icicle cricket was attempted; 
this famous icicle was then 
brought back to Cape Town ( 
ask Graham). Some more 
challenging ice routes were 
also attempted. Card games 
were played late inot the 
night. Bum slides down 
some more horizontal ice 
patches were attempted. This 
was one of the most amazing 
and different trips I have ever 
been on and I am definitely 
going there again someday. 
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FUN GAMES TO PLAY ON HIKES 


Written by : Geoff du Toit 

Murder: At the start of the hike we each 
wrote down our names, then shuffled them 
and redistributed them. The idea was to 
separate the person whose name you got from 
the group, and then murder them in cold blood 
(well not really, but it's the thought that 
counts), by saying “You’re Dead” once out of 
earshot. They then had to tell you who they 
were supposed to kill, and you’d start stalking 
that person instead. This was to unfold over 
the next five days, a psychological labyrinth 
of deception and fear. The extremely nice part 
is that nobody knows who is killing who or 
who's actually dead and so on, so there's 
plenty of potential for haunting your friends. 

Played on the Tour d’ Zuurberg 

Zip goes the Body Bag: A Story is told with 
each sentence starting with the next letter of 
the alphabet. Hikers take turns to say their 
sentence and unravel the story. The final line 
must be “Zip goes the Body Bag”. 

Played on the Tour d’ Zuurberg 

Psychologist: On group member goes out of 
earshot while the others create a common 
ailment for everyone else. The “Psychologist” 
then returns and has to deduce the ailment by 
asking the group members questions. 

Ailments could be that all the guys are lying 
and all the girls are telling the truth, or 
everyone in the group is filthy rich, or each 
answer begins with the next letter of the 
alphabet etc... 

Introduced on the TM over nighter 

Mafia: The narrator guides this game. He 
selects an Ace, the Queen of Hearts, two 
Black Jacks and however many red numbered 
cards are necessary to provide all group 
members with a card. Players randomly pick 
their cards without letting anyone else know 
what they got. 

Narrator starts by setting the scene of a quiet 
village where everyone is happy, but 
something is suspiciously wrong. The 


villagers go to sleep [everyone must close/ 
their eyes]. The two mafia members (with the 
black Jacks) wake and must point to the 
villager they intend killing. The Narrator 
confirms their choice by pointing to the 
victim, then the mafia go to sleep. The 
policeman wakes [Ace] and points to 
someone in the group, the narrator will 
confirm if that person is Mafia by nodding or 
shaking their head. The policeman goes to 
sleep. The Nurse awakes [Queen of Hearts] 
and points to a group member. If the person 
selected by the nurse is the victim then the 
victim is saved, if not the victim is dead. 

The village wakes up except for one 
individual [the victim if successfully 
murdered]. The village is angry and demands 
revenge so they choose to lynch someone. 
Who is a suspect [suspects are nominated by 
the group and the nomination should be 
motivated. Once all the nominations are made 
the suspect will get the chance to defend 
themselves. The group then openly votes for 
their preferred suspect and the person with the 
most votes is lynched. That person then 
reveals their card]. This process goes on until 
either the mafia are both found or the villagers 
are all dead. 

A good narrator can make this game fantastic, 
as can good defences and accusations by the 
accusers and the accused. The role of 
policeman is difficult as the policeman could 
reveal themselves, but that would mean they 
would probably be killed next. 

Played on the Cederberg trip 



A musical mantis preying the guitar 
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FEAR IS TEMPORARY, 
REGRET PERMANENT, 


A thrilling experience of adrenalin and achievement, 


112m Table Mountain Abseil 


No experience is necessary to enjoy this life time adventure 


For the slightly insane 


Experience our 65m Waterfall Abseil at the top of a gorge, with a view comparable 1 1 

to no other. All in all, an unforgetable date with Mother Nature... Kamikaze Kanyon. 

Kamikaze Kanyon Basic itinerary 1Jjj . 

07h30 Depart from Cape Town. I 

08h30 Arrival at Sunbird L.dge, Gordon's Bay, for a 
delicious breakfa'st. 

09H30 Begin a 45min walk towards Crystal Pools 

(kloofing 3-22m). I 

+-12h30 Lunch at Crystal Pools, leading to the waterfall. ■ 

17h30 Arrival back Sunbird Lodge for Sundowners. 

18h30 Departure from Gordon's Bay to Cape Town. 

Please note that you will get wet on this trip 
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MPUMALANGA EXTRAVAGANZA 


Leader: Geoff du Toit 
Crew: Christina Jongens, 
Chame Lavery, 

Ross Hartley, Jayson 
Orton, Kevin lies 

Author: Ross Hartley 

This trip occurs on the 
complete other side of the 
country, which means getting 
there is always going to be a 
great adventure. Ross, Chris 
and Jay set out from Cape 
Town and arrived unscathed 
(physically, that is) in 


long before our eventual 
return to Cape Town. 

We joined Kevin and Chame 
in Sandton and got on the road 
to Sabie to meet Geoff, who 
had managed to beg or borrow 
a ride to Sabie. Somehow we 
got through despite Jayson’s 
best efforts at humour, 
including some of the worst 
puns ever conceived. An 
awesome 1000m decent into 
Sabie over Long Tom pass 
followed, where all we could 
do was attempt to drive 


one, main street and no traffic 
lights! Eventually we arrived 
at the incredible Sabie 
backpackers - they had the fire 
going and the heated pool 
ready! After interesting 
dining adventures in Sabie at 
the ‘Pizza Palace’ we were 
entertained by Geoff’s 
explanation of the plans for the 
following day. “Don’t get too 
excited when you get to the top 
of the mountain and see a hut”, 
he began. The first one we 
pass will be for lunch, and the 
second just in time for 



The group (minus fearless leader), lost as usual, looking for something.... 


Kimberley and in true 
explorer fashion we drove 
around Kimberley looking for 
landmarks, and managing to 
get a bit... misplaced. We 
laughed at ourselves at the 
time, blissfully unaware that 
we would become intimately 
acquainted with this feeling 


between the next two cats 
eyes. Luckily we couldn’t see 
anything else in such weather 
or we may not have attempted 
the drive at all! 

Geoff’s best effort at... um ... 
directions? had us lost in a 
town of about 500 people, with 


afternoon tea! It seems the 
recommended five days 
should surely not be taken too 
seriously. Fearless leader 
Geoff figures that this one 
looks more like a two-day trail. 
(He also initially thought we 
shouldn’t worry since this 
would ‘probably be a pretty 
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flat hike’, that was, until we 
actually looked at a map and 
noticed the word DRAKEN 
S B E R G mentioned far too 
often, especially around the 
2000+ metre peaks!) This 
rather cavalier approach to 
human endurance may have 
had some people a bit 
perturbed, if all the muttering 
and mumbling during the night 
was anything to go by, despite 
Geoff’s random outbursts of 
admonishment! 

We don’t need a compass, 
directions, or an up-to-date 
map. All we need are signs 
and little footprints on random 
trees and rocks. Well, at least 
the sign we eventually did find 
(on the second day) after 
getting lost (again) back at the 
start! would have been all we 
would have needed to get 
going in the right direction. As 
it turns out we were better off 
not finding the proper start 
because by wandering 
randomly in the pine forests 
and following helpful rules 
like, ‘Always go left!’ we 
cunningly managed to cut 
about 6 hours off the first day’s 
hike. Other priceless sayings 
like, ‘When in doubt, go up!’ 
and, ‘There’s always another 
ridge! ’ reared their ugly heads 
now and again, but I put it 
down to MSC experience that 


five cold hikers and their 
suffering leader made it to 
Stables hut that blustery 
afternoon. 

Geoff was feeling the effects 
of some highveld bug and 
promptly entered a 24-hour 
Sleep-a-thon while the rest of 
us built a fire and shivered - 
some of us even burnt our 
socks in an effort to ward off 
evil spirits or something? 
Endless cups of tea helped to 

ease the cold.a bit. Geoff 

did wake up for an hour or so 
to prepare a delicious dessert 
of bananas, marshmallows 
and chocolate on the fire, 
what a leader! 

Sunday dawned ... but it was 
difficult to tell precisely when, 
because the blackness simply 
gave way very gradually to a 
deep greyness. This inspired 
many cups of tea and a 
marathon session of ‘I spy 
with my little eye’. Around 
noon, not wanting to come 
across as totally lazy, we 
decided to ‘maak ‘n plan’. 
Having strategically left 
insufficient time to walk on to 
the next hut before dark, and 
with our fearless leader feeling 
rather under the weather, it 
was decided that we would 
return to the start for a cup of 
tea while we contemplated the 


weather and made plans to 
walk to the nearest hut the next 
day. 

Tragically we lost another 
‘survivor’ at this point, as 
fearless hiker Kevin took ill 
and decided to accompany 
Geoff in the car to Graskop, 
where they would buy 
delicious and luxurious treats 
and wait for the rest of us to 
walk in from Mac-Mac. On 
the way we enjoyed a bit of 
creative path building (i.e. got 
lost and had to bundu-bash 
through the forest to find the 
path) as well as some bridge¬ 
building! Later we found a 
hole. A great, big, unusual 
hole right in the side of the hill. 
In the bottom we found a cave. 
Large trees and plants had 
become established in this 
depression and it was an 
attractive and interesting place 
to find on the side of grassy 
slope. 

Then we got lost some more 
and on arriving at the hut were 
welcomed by our fearless 
companions. They rewarded 
our efforts with chocolate 
cream cake and red wine, 
along with a stunning dinner, 
as planned and prepared by 
Charne. Satisfied we 
contemplated potential titles 
for this article: 



Geoff and Ross enjoying the various dramatic landscapes 
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More tea, anyone? 

Survivor Mpumalanga 
Always go left! 

I spy with my little eye or I hear 
with my little ear or is it ‘I feel 
with my little hand! ’ 

Is it part of the ACTUAL 
structure? (crucial T spy’clue) 
What do two little footprints 
mean again? 

Footprints, Schmootprints! 
‘OK, where in the world is the 
Uitkyktooring??’ 

Forever keen to keep up 
appearances and entrenched 
student practices, we then 
decided that we deserved a 
holiday and managed to come 
up with the excellent excuse of 
an educational visit to an 
historical town. Pilgrim’s Rest 
consists of lots of old houses 
that have been expertly 
converted into traps for 
tourists of all nationalities. We 
wandered around, buying 
metres of liquorice on a whim, 
then headed back to see the 
Pinnacle and the view from 
none other than .... “God’s 
Window!” The mountains 
drop away sharply to the 
lowveld, providing impressive 
views of miles and miles of 
pine plantations to the distant 
horizon, as well as clusters of 
towns, dams and saw-mills. 
We then set off on what would 
turn out to be an awesome 


three-day walk to Bourke’s 
Luck potholes on the 
Blyderivierspoort hiking trail, 
the first genuine effort at a 
hiking trail on this trip! 

The walk in to the first hut was 
gently completed on a warm 
sunny afternoon over golden 
grasslands. Watervalspruit 
Hut is set in a pristine valley 
facing the distant mountains 
and the setting sun. We 
climbed the hill behind the hut 
to lie in the soft, long grass and 
watch the sun going down, ah 
bliss! After supper we huddled 
around the fire to eat chocolate 
and play lie-dice, with plenty 
of deception, all in the name of 
not waking up first to make tea. 



The walk down the Treur 
Rivier Canyon, passing 
through golden grasslands 
surrounding attractive rock 
‘sculptures’, was occasionally 
interrupted by cries of “Pine!”, 
which initiated frenzied 


pulling and tossing of young 
trees. Late in the afternoon we 
came across the river, 
dropping about ten-metres 
over two waterfalls into a 
beautiful pool, set right at the 
point were the canyon narrows 
into an impressive gorge. We 
decided we had to swim and 
descended to the pool, to enjoy 
one of coldest swims any of us 
had ever experienced. Much 
shallow breathing and 
gasping, especially when 
Geoff, who had declined the 
clamber down, decided that he 
had to launch himself off the 
top of the rocks, amidst much 
awe and cheering. 

Thus we arrived, pleasantly 
clean and refreshed at 
Clearstream Hut, an excellent 
name for an excellent hut. 
Rock pinnacles guard this 
sheltered location above a 
bend in the river, which makes 
for an awesome setting. After 
an excellent'meal, we played 
cards till they all blew away 
and then decided to retire 
indoors and break with the 
routine of this trail. Cosy 
inside we played our last 
games and took our last group 
photos and retired, satisfied, to 
dreamland. 

On the final day we would see 
the impressive Treurrivier 
Gorge, awesome Bourke’s 




Gorge, awesome Bourke’s 
Luck potholes, N4 traffic, 
and the sights and sounds of 
central Johannesburg. To 
achieve such diversity we 
rose early and opted for 
breakfast on the road. First 


stop was the impressive 
Fannis Falls, where the gorge 
opens up into towering walls 
and giant boulders as the 
river launches itself 20 
meters into a large pool. The 
area below the pool is 


scattered with huge boulders 
separating attractive 
clearings. We opted to 
breakfast here, bathed in the 
mist of the falls and swamped 
by the roar of the rushing 
water. 



The extravagant Mpumalanga crew ( + visualize the intrepid photographer Ross) 


“Mountaineering is a model of the ordinary life of all human 
beings placed in an extreme environment. We strip away all the 
polite layers that make it easy to ignore the truth. We work hard, 
deny ourselves comfort and face the uncertain future with our 
skills. What comes of this effort is that we can know ourselves 

better. ” 

Anatoli Boukreev, The Climb. 
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JULY 


TRANQUILITY CRACKS 


Leader fS onj a Niederhumer 
Group: lots of potentially 
tranquil people 
Written by: Steven Kenyon 

Optimists would describe the 
day as “Sunny.” Those of us 
not wearing polar fleece would 
point out that the wind was 
doing more than just whistling. 
It was doing its best to remind 
us what a Cape winter in July is 
all about: freezing your 
bollocks off! 

Unperturbed however, our 
intrepid group of day-trippers 
headed off along the Pipe 
Track from the car park on 
Kloof Neck. After a pleasantly 
flat walk with beautiful vistas 
over Camps Bay we where 
reminded that this was in fact 
th q Mountain and Ski Club and 
we would indeed be expected 
to climb up one of them before 
long. 


But before the climbing began 
we had to take the obligatory 
shower under the waterfall. At 
one point along the trail the 
path passes directly under a 
beautiful waterfall, which 
means that hikers too have to 
pass under this picturesque 
little torrent. After many yelps 
and screams and much mirth 
shared by all this little 
adventure was concluded with 
some of us (myself included) 
having been significantly less 
successful than others at 
keeping dry. 

After slogging up one of the 
Twelve Apostles (even our 
religious studies students 
didn’t know which one) we 
where rewarded with an 
adventure through the Cracks 
that we had all come to see. 
And what a reward! The 
Cracks are an amazing 


labyrinth of passages between 
some very interesting rock 
formations and are fantastic 
place to explore. The Cracks 
also provided a great vantage 
point from which to enjoy a 
spectacular view of the 
Atlantic seaboard while 
munching on some lunch. 

After lunch the party 
descended the mountain again 
and where lucky enough to 
spot a whale swimming in the 
bright blue ocean below. 
Walking back along the Pipe 
Track towards our cars the 
consensus was that this was the 
perfect time for a Sunday 
snooze in the sun, if only that 
blessed wind would stop 
whistling. 
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AN EPIC 24 HOURS 


Group:Craig Peters, Jo 
Hotchkiss, Bruce 
Spottiwoode, Steve 
Killick....Dave Acott, Steve 
Van Helden, Ake Fagering, 
and Richard Kahle. 

Author: Craig Peters 

This was not a planned 
MSC trip, nor did it turn out 
to be, in our minds eye, 
what we planned it to be. 
The idea was to attack 
Zuurberg Freshers hike, and 
do some trad climbing at 
the top. Then to walk down 
in the sunset, catch some 
dinner in Ceres and then 
proceed up Waaihoek to 
meet up with the Pells Hut 
work party (who were 
already there) that night. It 
was to be a firn filled, 
hiking-packed weekend in 
some beautiful looking 
country. 

Jo Hotchkiss and I were 
relatively new to hiking at 
the beginning of the year. 
We were fresh on the MSC 
Comm but were( for want 
of a better description) 

‘only climbers’.But, feeling 
the human urge to explore 
unknown territory, we both 
jumped at the idea of a 
weekend of hiking on the 
UCT property, especially 
since we had been 
advertising it to the 
Freshers on the plaza all O- 
week long. It came up at a 
Comm meeting that 
someone needed to go 
assess the road at Waaihoek 
so that the plans for 
reparations could be 
formulated. Bruce 
Spottiswoode was Zuurberg 
Convenor, so he needed to 


go, Jo and I tagged along, 
and Bruce’s friend, Steve 
Killick drove his car (a little 
white Ford Fiesta defying 
Henry Ford’s black wishes). 
We met up at 06h00 sharp 
at the BP on Main Rd. It 
was a long day ahead. 

On getting to Waaihoek, the 
road was in a worse state 
than we had anticipated. 
Steve parked his car, and 
we walked the road doing 
off-the-top-of-my-head 
calculations on how much 
of the expensive Crusher 
Dust we needed to fill the 
huge erosion ruts in the 
road. Once The working 
part of the trip was done, it 
was off to the Zuurberg 
Freshers parking lot to carry 
on with the fun part of the 
trip. 

We arrived at Freshers Dam 
at about 12h00 and decided 
a swim and a bite of lunch 
were definitely in order... 
The day was a February 
scorcher! The water was 
refreshing, if not a bit 
murky. Nonetheless the 
jump from the top of the- 
dam definately made me 
forget the clarity of the 
water! 


Carrying on up the path, we 
eventually hit Freshers Pool 
at about 13h00. What a 
sight for hot sweaty eyes! 

Bruce and Steve were 
experienced Trad’ers (they 
had the gear and the know¬ 
how to climb rocks without 
bolts), so they took Jo and I 
to hit theSlabs above 


Freshers Camp to sees what 
the rock was like. After 
some discussion, it was 
decided that this awesome 
chimney about 15m high, 
with a very tricky traverse 
at the top to get a secure 
belay point, would be our 
route. So Steve kitted uo 
and started making the way 
up for us at about 15h00, 
tediously placing the pieces 
of protection in any cracks, 
holes and gaps he could 
see/feel. He made ti to the 
top, and next was Jo, then 
Bruce and eventually it was 
my turn. Now being used to 
the idea of a drilled steel 
bolt as my belay point, I 
suddnely started to thave 
some secondary and tertiary 
thoughts about the fact that 
i was secured to this dusty, 
lichen-filled piece of rock 
by a nut sized piece of 
metal wedged rather 
scantily into a crack in the 
rock just above my head. 

“I know of no more 
encouraging fact than the 
unquestionable ability of 
man to elevat his 
circumstances by concious 
endeavour.” Henry Thoreau 

I persevered and eventually 
got around the dodgy lichen 
traverse with only a few 
scratches, and a few years 
taken off the life of my 
natural hair colour! 

18h30: We raced down the 
rock, and down the country 
side in the sunset. We had 
just a few moments to 
savour the beauty of the 
Zuurberg. We got back to 
Ceres at 20h00 and were 
ecstatic to find there were 
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Then it was time for Steve 
and Bruce to go on their 
merry way back home, but 
not before dropping Jo and 
myself at the bottom of 
Waaihoek at 21hl5 to do our 
night ascent. We were 
supposed to walk up and 
meet the Pell’s Hut work 
party who were already up 
there, and then have a good 
night’s sleep, so we started 
walking by moonlight. We 
got to the car park and Jo 
needed to get something out 
fo her pack... And the next 
thing we hear some shouting 
behind us. Up come the 
Pell’s Hut work party rights 
behind us in the darkness!! 
Lead by the “Crazy Dave” 
Acott: Steve van Helden, 
Ake Fagering, Richard 
Kahle. The work party was 
there to repair the roof on 
Pell’s Hut, so they 
collectively carried food, 
clothing, 2 crowbars, 2 
sheets of corrugated iron, 
hammer, 2 electric drills, a 
mechanical sander, 25 litres 
of paint and linseed oil, nails 
and other tools!!! They 
explained how the group had 
been held up in Cape Town 
and how they were thinking 
of bringing the petrol 
generator too!! This was 
decided to be “Not a good 
idea.”And a helicopter was 
arranged to fly that up, but 
only that. The rest fo it was to 
be carried up on leg power!! 
So we distributed the loads 
and started off at about 
22hl5. 

“The road is longer and 
getting longer,” the passage 
was dark and unending, the 
progress was slow. We 
tripped and stumbled often, 
carrying such heavy loads. I 


explicitly remember Ake’s 
legs shaking like Elvis on 
every step. We made Middle 
Hut by 02h30. People were 
visibly tired, discussion was 
non-existent \, except for the 
occasional “Hey are you 
alright?”,when someone 
tripped or stopped. But 
Dave, as usual, was 
adamant. Even under his 
40+kg load, he managed an 
encouraging sentence when 
queried about haw far was 
left. All of us just kept going. 

We pushed on through the 
warm night. I don’t 
remember the Grassy 
Triangle that well, but there 
was an incident...Just before 
the large pool in Grassy 
Triangle, the path had 
become muddy, from water 
flowing over it. We had all 
crossed the ‘river’ except for 
Richard. The big friendly 
giant was carrying an 
enormous pack, and was last 
in line and the length of the 
night had stretched on too far 
for all of us. Richard slipped 
on the side of the path and 
slid down the slope, landing 
with a “Crunch!”,on the 
rocks and vegetation of the 
lower pool. He was silen"; at 
the bottom. We panicked. 
We dropped our packs and 
scurried back. But 
miraculously, Richard had 
nothing to show for it except 
a huge bruise on his bottom 
and a wet pair of pants. He 
climbed out of the hole and 
we pressed on further. 

The nights was still a blur in 
my memory. I do, however 
remember the sensation of 
tiredness, of wanted to lie 
down in the bushes and 
sleep, of not wanting to push 
on any further. But again 


Dave was adamant that we 
would not stop. With every, 
Hoare Hut was getting 
closer, but with every step 
my body ached for rest. The 
funny thing was, by the time 
we reached the rocky band, 
and made it to the fantasized 
about Point High, it was 
already sunrise!!! 05hl5. 
The battle had been won, but 
there were no celebrations. 
Only the desire for a warm, 
comfortable place remained. 
My eyes would not keep 
open much longer. 

After we had dropped the 

tools off at Pell’s Hut, we 

crossed the short walk to 

Hoare Hut with relative ease. 

I still remember the beauty 

of that sunrise across the 

Zuurberg mountains. It was 

incredible beauty 

exaggerated by my kate of 

mind. We made the door of 

Hoare Hut at 06h00 - an epic 

twenty four hours on the 

rr>r>unt'i‘\ . Us climbers 
* s 

were hooked. 
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TIMELESS 


THE GREAT OTTER 


Hike Leader: Osama bin 
Laden 

Hike Members: Ali-G, 
Saddam Husein, Fidel Castro 
and Prince Charles 
Written By: Prince Charles 

Intro 

Well, there I was, enjoying a 
spot of tea on the lawn at 
Buckingham Palace when 
Mummy gave me one of her 
classic hand waves. For the first 
time in my life Mummy had 
given me some attention. As I 
rose to embrace her, Edgar (our 
butler) whispered in my ear that 
Mummy was indeed trying to 
get my attention, but it was 
because someone was phoning 
for me on her phone, and this 
was unacceptable. But who 
would phone for me on her 
phone. Rushing to the phone, I 
discovered the voice at the 
other end was not Camilla, but 
my good friend Osama. “My 
dear bin Laden - how are you,” 
I said. As always, Osama was to 
the point: I was requested to 
attend a hike in South Africa 
called the Otter Trail. As Osama 
is a good friend, I agreed to 
attend. The campaign was as 
follows... 


Dayl 

We start in the rain! “Curse 
this,” said Saddy (my nickname 
for Mr. Husein); “If I had 
enough nuclear weapons at my 
disposal, I would have made a 
nuclear winter that would be far 
worse than this blasted rain”. 
Everyone killed themselves 
laughing - everyone except 
Fidel, who no matter what he 
tried doing, could not light his 
cigar. 

“Infidel” cried our leader. As an 
aside: I was given the nickname 
infidel by Osama, and as Fidel 
and myself were the slow ones 
in our group, we were known 
collectively as Infidel Castro. 
Apparently that is supposed to 
be funny - I can’t wait to get 
home and tell Mummy on him. 
Anyway, back to the story - 
“Infidel, I command you to 
look at the beautiful setting we 
are in and enjoy it. Else you 
shall die...”. I love Osama’s 
sense of humour. And so ended 
the first day. 

Day 2 

Day two started with a ring - 
literally. Osama’s cellphone 


woke us all up. “Hello” shouted 
Osama. “Hello y’all”, came the 
reply. Apparently it was 
Osama’s business partner and 
good friend George W. Bush, 
begging him for another terror 
attack to boost his popularity. 
Gadzooks - someone must 
teach George about time 
differences in other countries. 

Day 3 

A most excessively boring day. 
The only bit of interest came 
when Saddam, Fidel and 
Osama were engrossed about 
the word 'punani' which Ali 
taught them. They vowed to 
join the west side massives as 
soon as possible. 

Day 4 

I felt very unhappy during this 
day. Everyone is teasing me. 
Whilst walking, Ali is asking 
me the most disgusting 
questions. To put the record 
straight, I have never heard of 
any of OUR butlers getting... 
um... jiggy with Mummy! 
Osama said that I was not even 
worth a suicide bomber; Saddy 
said I was stupid and Fidel was 
still angry about being 
collectively being called Infidel 
Castro. I thought he was 
offering me a peace pipe (in the 
form of a cigar), which 
exploded in my face - very 
funny Fidel, giving me an 
exploding cigar. Osama and 
Fidel then exchanged a few 
words; with Osama saying that 
was the worst excuse for a 
suicide bomber he had ever 
seen. 

Day 5 

Everyone is happy; the hike is 
about to end. All infighting has 
been forgotten, and we are 
getting along rather well. As the 
hike ends, we all embrace each 
other and decide that another 
one must happen very soon. I 
can’t wait to tell Mummy all 
about my fun. 
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OCTOBER 


BOLAND 90 CHALLENGE 



Ladies Team: Bronwyn Kirk, Christina Jongens, 
Jo Hotchkiss, Mandy 



Men’s Team: Ake Fagering, Sam ‘Wise’ Jack, 
Oliver Bumstead, Chrisjan ‘Cookie” 


Support Team: 

Ross Hartley, Sonja Niederhumer, Craig Peters, Chame 
Lavery, Olivia dunn, Nick Gibson, Geoff Du Toit (musical 
back up - who can forget “baby Shark....) 


Written by: Mandy the 
Hardcore 

After having completed the 
Boland 90 for the first time in 
2000 I vowed never to take 
part again. Three years later 
when Chris phoned me up to 
ask if I could fill a slot and be 
part of the 2003 Ladies team, I 
couldn’t say yes quickly 
enough. The pain and torment 
experienced in the last 
competition had been dulled 
by time and screened by the 
feelings of accomplishment 
post the event. And so in order 
not to be lulled into a place 
where I once again believe that 
there is no peak too high and 
no distance too great, I am 
going to be holding a 
ceremonial burning of my 
pack and boots; date and venue 
to be announced and all are 
welcome. To some of you this 
might seem a little extreme, 
but before you dismiss these 


actions as those of a radical, let 
me explain a little about what 
this competition entailed for 
us. 

The Boland 90 is a hiking 
challenge (with emphasis on 
the word challenge) that 
incorporates all aspects of 
mountain skill, safety and 
etiquette. It incorporates 
hiking with all the right 
equipment and a considerable 
knowledge of the area through 
which you are walking. This 
year however (taking the idea 
of girl-power perhaps a tad too 
far) we decided as a team, and 
without discussion, that hiking 
30km a day for 3 days and 
completing numerous tasks 
along the way, at a pace that 
can only be compared with the 
effort required to run 
Comrades in silver medal 
time, was simply not enough 
of a CHALLENGE for the 
girls of the UCT MSC. So, in 


order to make the event 
slightly more exhilarating we 
thought that we would try it 
carrying packs weighing 4 kg 
more then those carried by the 
boys and 14 kg above the 
weight required by the race 
officials. We also (to increase 
enjoyment levels of course) 
included a team member (me) 
whose fitness could be 
favourably compared with 
someone coming out of 6 
months of prescribed bed rest 
and who was recruited 6 days 
before the start of the event. 
Anyway where this leaves us 
is with 4 guys, 4 girls, 8 
backpacks, 16 boots and a 
support team (hoorah!). The 
task: 90km over 3 days scoring 
maximum points by 
completing tasks, hiking with 
speed and sticking together. 
Oh, and we had a support team 
(hoorah!). 

At this point, there should be a 
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number of questions running 
(or perhaps more 
appropriately hobbling) 
through your mind. For 
example what on earth can you 
put into 4 backpacks that could 
make them collectively weigh 
54 kg? And how on earth did 
they manage to complete each 
day? And have the all taken 
leave of their senses? And 
lastly what about that support 
team? The respective answers 
might read something like this: 
perhaps rocks - we suspect 
Team Outdoor Warehouse of 
sabotage; we sang (possibly 
why the boys were always so 
far ahead and out of earshot); 
YES - resoundingly; they 
saved our lives and we will 
soon erecting 7 new statues 
outside the sports centre in 
place of the, now rather 
controversial, statue of 
Rhodes. 

As it turns out, we were much 
luckier this year with our 
weather then in 2002 when the 
competitors apparently had 
rain, wind and snow to contend 
with. Our only brush with the 
elements was the swim across 
the dam on day three... in 8 
degree water with our boots on 
- hat’s off to Ake who led tl? 
way and swam with the rope. 
Otherwise the mountains' 
treated us well and we made a 
name for ourselves as the team 


who made the most noise on 
the trail and ended up having 
our songs being chanted back 
to us by Marshalls and 
competitors alike. We did 
learn one very important thing 
at the very start of the trail and 
that is not to blindly trust our 
fate into the hands of the men 
who go before us - but to read 
the map ourselves! I can also 
accurately reproduce on paper 
the details of the backs of Jo, 
Chris and Bron’s heads and 
exact colour scheme of their 
packs. 

Arriving at base camp at the 
end of each day of hard hiking, 
some of us with sore feet, 
knees and having held many a 
private motivational debate, to 
be greeted by a support crew 
(hoorah!) who cooked and 
massaged us back into shape 
was one of the incentives that 
kept us going. The other 
incentives were, in no 
particular order, chocolate, 
bed and a tenuous grip on 
something that I used to call 
inspired aspirations but now 
simply refer to as “the pride 
before the chwl”. So that’s it 
for this year and I am.off to go 
and find my matches 
(probably still in their 
waterproof container in my 
First Aid Kit) 

At this point I need to add in a 


paragraph for the benefit of 
our UCT men because we 
admire them so much (actually 
because they asked directly to 
be included after reading the 
first draft). Although I wasn’t 
kidding when I said that I 
admired them, in a you’ve- 
quite-obviously-gone-soft-in- 
the-head kind of way. They 
were all the things that I would 
like to have been for the 
competition: prepared, fit and 
concerned about winning (I 
recommend chocolate in large 
doses - that’ll soon cure them), 
they even tried to sing at times! 
But by far their most 
impressive feat (aside from 
coming second by only one 
point) was that they managed 
to assign the role of 
organizer/worrier in chief to 
one team member, Sam, 
freeing the rest of them to eat, 
sleep and hike. Now that’s a 
talent I could deal with! 

Thanks to all the other 
competitors - you guys were 
great! It was a privilege to be 
able to spend time with people 
who are inspired and cheerful 
when times are tough and who 
show a genuine appreciation 
of the outdoors combined with 
an ambition to achieve. 
Thanks also to the support 
team (hoorah!) - you truly 
were lifesavers. 





OCTOBER 



Competitors: Craig 
Peters, Jo Hotchkiss, 
Andrew Hagen, 

Stephen van Helden, 
Gareth Alcock, Chame 
Lavery and Brendan 
Bussell 

A personal view by Jo 
Hotchkiss 

Climbers generally 
have this view that 
hiking is just a waist of 
a good climbing day 
and that climbing is so 
much more challenging, 
but I have to admit 
(sorry climbers) that 
hiking is a lot of fun! 
Not only is it an 
excellent way to see the 
beauty of the country 
around us and meet lots 
of friends but, like 
climbing, it can also be 
challenging. 

Stifling slight 
hangovers from the 
night before Craig and I 
met Andrew Hagen, 
Stephen van Helden, 
Gareth Alcock, Chame 
Lavery and Brendan 
Bussell at the info 
centre at 7:00am not so 
sharp, in fact make that 
7:30am very blunt. We 
drove through to 
Waaihoek to begin our 
weekend in the 


Waaihoek 

mountains. Ake 
Fagereng and Stijn 
Laenen had hiked up 
the night before so that 
someone would be there 
to record the finishing 
times and Ake had 
walked down that 
morning to meet us 
there at the parking lot 
to race up again. Ake 
and Andrew were our 
two contestants. Packs 
were weighed as the 
contestants have to 
carry up 15% of their 
body weight and 
stopwatches were 
readied. Steve, Craig 
and I decided that due 
to lack of sleep the 
night before 
(engineering party) we 
would walk fast but not 
race and Brendan, 

Chame and Gareth 
would take their own 
time up. Hopping from 
foot to foot in 
anticipation we set 
Andrew and then Ake 
off, with a 5min gap in 
between. Starting off at 
a walk just slower than 
a run they soon left us 
in their dust. Steve, 

Craig and I left shortly 
after. 

It's always good to take 
Steve along on a hike 
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Race 

because if you ever 
need anything, he is 
bound to be carrying it 
'just in case'. We were 
only going up for one 
night but somehow 
Steve still managed to 
carry a 19kg pack 
which he does claim to 
be his lightest pack ever 
carried up Waaihoek. 
There was not a cloud 
in the sky and the sun 
was blistering down on 
us. A beautiful day 
except for the fact that 
we were bathed in 
sweat just after a few 
minutes. Stopping to 
drink every now and 
again we caught glances 
of Andrew and Ake 
missioning on up ahead. 
Just below middle hut, 
after setting a fair pace, 
it became apparent how 
fast we had already 
gone. I decided that 
maybe I should just see 
how close to the fastest 
women's time I could 
get. So I re-adjusted my 
pack, had a quick lunch 
(Craig and I were 
starving by this time) 
and started up even 
more determined than 
before. 

One could strategise as 
to the best way to race 



up a mountain. Running 
was certainly not 
possible on the most 
part. One could kill 
oneself in the beginning 
and then be really 
buggered for the steeper 
bits of rocky band or 
one could take short 
breaks every now and 
then, or one could just 
keep plodding at an 
even pace. Whatever 
the case, I just switched 
my mind off and put all 
my energy into forward 
motion. I enjoy a 
challenge and when the 
body is pushed beyond 
what it is comfortable 
with, the mind retreats, 
and you forget about all 
the other small worries 
of life and focus on one 
thing: keep going. It's 
also a challenge 
between mind and body 
and your pure 
perseverance^ or just 
plain stubbomess. We 
reached Point High in 
lhour 28min, rewarded 
ourselves with a quick 
celebratory hug arid 
then charged onward 
towards the hut. We 
were met with 
welcoming cries of 
'touch the door' as we 
summitted Poly Shorts, 
the last small hill before 
Hoare hutt. With 
renewed energy, and 
feelings of great 
satisfaction Craig and I 
had walked up in 


1:39:31, beating the 
women's record of 1:58 
by almost 20 minutes! 
Andrew and Ake 
having arrived about 18 
minutes before us were 
relaxing in the sun 
outside the hut. Both of 
them having mistakenly 
taken a slight detour on 
the way up had made 
good times, Andrew 
had beaten Ake by just 
34 seconds. 


Our Massive Waaihoek 
weekend (as advertised 
on Campus) had turned 
out to be massive in 
other ways - rather than 
the amount of people 
attending. For some 
reason, a lot of our 
members had started 
worrying about exams a 
week early. So the 9 of 
us really splashed out in 
the enormous space of 
the mountain range. 


The Final Times were: 


Andrew Hagen 
Ake Fagereng 
Joanna Hotchkiss 

Craig Peters 
Stephen van Helden 

\ 

A report by Craig 
Peters 

Hoare hutt in Waaihoek 
is the coolest place to 
go hiking for one night. 
It's like the 5 Star 
Hilton of the 
Mountains. The 
mattresses are soft, the 
kitchen is in good 
running order, all the 
cutlery and plates are 
ready and waiting. 
There is even more 
food than could ever be 
eaten before it reaches 
its sell by date, so start 
eating! 


1:20:29 

1:21:03 

1:39:31 (Setting the New 
Women's Record!) 
1:39:31 

2:05:08 (19kg man!!!!) 


After a rejuvenating 
lunch in the bright 
sunshine, Andrew and 
Stijn decided they 
would put an attempt on 
Pyramid Peak that 
afternoon, the rest of us 
just laughed that one off 
completely and decided 
a nice stroll to the top 
of Happy Hill, the 
source of the Witels, 
would be an appropriate 
afternoon excursion. 
However, it was Chame 
and Brendan's first 
ascent of Waaihoek, and 
to put it subtly, more 
walking was not the 
plan for the rest of the 
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afternoon. So Steve, 
Gareth, Ake, Jo and 
myself gradually made 
our way across the 
mountains. 

The funny thing about 
this walk is that when 
you look back from a 
sufficient distance, it is 
suddenly possible to see 
Hoare hutt and Pell's 
hut at the same time. 

It's a remarkable thing 
how their shiny tin 
roofs make them stand 
out like diamonds in the 
rou^h. 

We got there, and then 
did some bouldering on 
the impressive 
whitewashed rock 


towers that stand out so 
indifferently there. It's 
good to keep a climber's 
perspective on a hike. 
We carried on walking 
around the rocks, like 
the bear, just to see 
what was on the other 
side of the hill... and 
low and behold, a 
single pine tree!!!! 

ATTACK!!!!! We 
decimated that pine 
scum! j okes... it was 
too big for us to break, 
so we ring barked the 
tree, and left it. Pine is 
an alien on our fine 
Waaihoek range, and 
should be eliminated 
from the ecology of the 
area. For more 


information, ask our 
conservation man, 
Vernon Visser on the 
intricacies of pine 
destruction. 

The rest of the weekend 
was a blur of fun and 
relaxation. We polished 
off the dodgy sherry 
that was left in the hut 
on Waaihoek peak. 
Andrew and Stijn got 
back in one piece, while 
Gareth and myself did 
wonders in the kitchen 
with the communal 
supper of pasta and this 
delicious “bacon and 
tomato and everything 
else that looked good” 
sauce. All in all, it was 
a very well spent 
weekend. 


SNOW AT WAAIHOEK -WINTER 2003 
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The Specialists 
Hiking, Diving 
& Climbing 


Check out our new website at 

www.orca-industries.co.za 




New North Face Rock 22 - R1999 


These offers are for a limited time only, and while stocks last 


For the best advice and the greatest prices, give us a call 

idustries Orca Adventure Centre 

aremont, Cape Town cnr Coilingwood & Anson Street 

I Fax: 021 671 9733 Observatory, Cape Town 

industries.co.za Tel: 021 4471326 Fax: 021 447 1990 

donovan@orca>industries.co.za 

www.orca-industries.co.za 


53 


Marijus Smikgelskies on Tetrus (25), Kalkbay Photo by Justin Barlow 






Greg Wessels in Switzerland 


"An adventure is only an inconvenience rightly considered. 

An inconvenience is only an adventure wrongly considered. ” 

GK. Chesterson 




DECEMBER 2002 


MCSA EXPEDITION to the ANNAPURNASANCTUARY 

NEPAL 

By Bruce Spottiswood 


Party: Steve Killick; Bruce Spottiswoode; Steve 
Davis; Michael Abbott; Andrew Spottiswoode; 
Julia Wakeling; Martin Kleynhans; Mark 
Seuring; Herbert Sewing; Greg Borman; Rupert 
Spann 

In December 2002, a group of eleven of us set out 
to climb two of the Nepalese “Trekking peaks” in 
the Himalayan winter. Tharpu Chub (5663m) and 
Singu Chub (6501m) stand proud in the middle of 
the impressive bowl of peaks known as the 
Annapurna Sanctuary. With the majority of us 
being students, we cheaply opted to fly into Delhi 
and to make our way overland to Kathmandu. 
Barely had we touched ground in Delhi before we 
boarded a train and rattled our way east. We spent 
two days in cramped transit, gazing out of 
windows at blurred landscapes and at the 
colourful sheer humanity of Northem India. 

A frenzy of organisation followed our arrival in 
Kathmandu: peak permits; trekking permits; 
porters; food; last minute gear; a sherpa/guide; 
and what-the-hell-let’s-splash-out, a cook too. 
We’d been cold, lost and starved on too many 
previous trips and we were determined to get it 
right this time! 

The walk up to the Annapurna Base Camp 
(4150m) took five mellow days, and involved an 
ascent of over three kilometres. Despite this being 
one of the most popular treks in Nepal, we hardly 
saw a soul. The first two weeks of December form 
a window of clear, crisp skies and relatively few 
trekkers. We found these Himalayan foothills to 
be similar in shape to those of the familiar and 
friendly Drakensberg. These monstrosities are, 
however, bloated to tremendous proportions, and 
they dwarf the local villages to the point of 
ridicule. The trek follows a river up its colossal 
valley, which is cut with progressively steeper 
and more imposing sides as one nears the 


Sanctuary. The walls eventually fall away and one 
is discharged into the magnificent splendour of 
the Annapurna Sanctuary. 



We established a base camp at 4500m, across a 
rubble-strewn glacier from the Annapurna base 
camp. Our cook immediately sprang into action 
and his tent became a steaming cove of culinary 
activity. Our various trips across the glacier to cart 
food and gear were spurred on by thoughts of the 
countless cups of tea that would come rushing out 
of the mess-tent as we staggered into camp. Over 
time, the base camp also became known as 
“Hospital Camp”, and many days w;ere 
collectively spent there nursing the effects of 
altitude, flu and small stomach-dwelling Indian 
families. 


Tharpu Chub, our “acclimatisation peak”, proved 
not to be the gentle jaunt that our guide had 
implied. The snow was deep and dry, and it took 
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numerous attempts over a number of days to 
plough our way to the top. The route involved 
wading across a woolly glacier to a ridge, 
establishing 160m of fixed-lines up 60 degree ice, 
and negotiating the wonderful knife-edge that 
contorts its way up to the summit. Although 
technically fairly easy, the climbing was aesthetic 
and satisfying, and had the wonderful 
consequence of revealing a complete parabola of 
spectacular peaks from its focal point. Partially as 
a result of it being so late in the season, we were 
fortunate enough to be the only climbers in the 
entire Sanctuary. We hadn’t seen other people for 
at least a week and it felt like it was ours, ours, 
ALL OURS! 

Once we were all back at base camp, the group 
split, with some of its members taking in a good 
portion of the Annapurna circuit, others making a 
beeline for the cold, bitter beer in Pokhara, and the 
rest of us remaining in the bitter cold for our 
attempt on Singu Chuli. Our guide’s wife had 
taken ill, and he had gone down, leaving us with 
little to no idea about how to approach the peak. 
We had only four days left to attempt it, and opted 
to “pack light and go fast!” Needless to say, we 
soon found ourselves breathlessly shuffling 
through the snow with the equivalent of a small 
elephant draped over each shoulder. We spent the 
night camping on a glacier at 5200m. 



From our dramatic vantage point the next 
morning, our route up Singu Chuli seemed 
obvious and we planned a relatively straight 
course towards it. After channelling across the 
glacier for a few hours in the direction of the 


distant peak, we were firmly halted by a 
treacherous and previously unseen valley that 
would have taken us a good day to negotiate. 
Succeeding this, we would still have to surmount 
a 400m section of steep rock before gaining the 
majestic summit ridge. As a rippled tribute to the 
flutings falling away on either side, this ridge 
promises a further 800 vertical metres of fantastic 
climbing. With simply no time left to undertake 
this task, our only chance would be to gain the 
ridge binding Tharpu Chuli to Singu Chuli, and 
attempt to follow its uncertain course along to 
Singu Chuli. We skirted along the base of the 
ridge away from Singu Chuli until we found a line 
of weakness - a large scoured-out groove of 
broken rock leading up to the ridge from a steep 
snow cone. We established a camp on the glacier 
at the base of this cone and set the last of our 
failing stoves to work at melting snow. The 
paraffin that we’d been burning had been steadily 
clogging our stoves and already two were 
irreparably suffocated. With our water supply so 
fragile a factor, the option of establishing camps 
on the ridge to Singu Chuli was out of the 
question. 



At 2am on the morning of the winter solstice, 
primed with as much water as could be salvaged, 
our three strongest climbers set off with a 24-hour 
summit push in mind. By 9am, they were standing 
on the summit of Pancha Chuli (5700m), an 
intermediate peak on the ridge strung between 
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At 2am on the morning of the winter solstice, 
primed with as much water as could be salvaged, 
our three strongest climbers set off with a 24-hour 
summit push in mind. By 9am, they were standing 
on the summit of Pancha Chuli (5700m), an 
intermediate peak on the ridge strung between 
Tharpu Chuli and Singu Chuli. The climbing had 
been quite technical and they were going far 
slower than was anticipated. Seeing the perilous 
nature of the path to the distant Singu Chuli 
summit ridge, and taking into account their 
limited water supply, they were forced to accept a 
sensible defeat and descend. 

Singu Chuli had obsessed our thoughts for a year 
of eager preparation, but now it was with 
submissive exhaustion that we turned our backs 
on this shapely summit and headed for warmer 
climes. After a bushman-style feast in Pokhara, 


we slid into our swimsuits and set off on a two- 
day rafting trip on the melt waters of Annapurna I 
(8091m) and Dhaulagiri (8167m). So much for a 
chance to unwind and defrost - we charged 
headlong into moments of sheer terror and cold 
like we had not experienced in our entire three 
weeks in the mountains! Following a beer- 
swilling new-year’s bash in Kathmandu, we 
slowly meandered back to Delhi, soaking up 
Varanasi, the Taj Mahal, and the exhilarating 
charm of the Indian culture. 

I would like to express my sincere gratitude to our 
sponsors who made this trip possible: MCSA 
Johannesburg and Cape town sections; MCSA 
central committee; Vuarnet; First Ascent; Wits 
University Mountain Club; UCT Mountain and 
Ski Club; Cannon; Techniblock; PVM; 
Sportsmans Warehouse; andNolac. 



"Because it is there." George Mallory (1886-1924), answer to the 
question 'Why do you want to climb Mt. Everest ? ’ 
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Tanzania, 2 nd 11"' December 2002 


The Real Roof of Africa 
Mount Meru & Mount Kilimanjaro 

Written by Russel Shaw 
The A Team 



Russell “Spike”Shaw, Doug “Smiley”Hildebrand, Karen “Polly” Graaff, Daniel “Za German”Ehret, Sele “BobMarley”Selamolela 


There had been talk within the MSC of a “big” 
expedition for some time. Waaihoek was great, 
the Drakensberg had its admirers, but it had been 
some time since the club had embarked on a real 
international expedition. 

And so five bold individuals (mugshots above) 
borrowed money from unsuspecting grandparents 
and bank managers alike in order to fund the 
holiday of a lifetime. The original plan at the outset 
was to climb three of Africa's five highest peaks in 
three weeks. However from a tourist point of view 
we settled on two of the highest peaks and one 
week on the paradise island of Zanzibar an 
excellent choice in retrospect! 

So after months of planning, the A Team jetted out 
of Joburg International Airport in a rustic Air 
Tanzania 757, whose oxygen masks came 
tumbling out upon our landing at Kilimanjaro 
International Airport five hours later! 

The “Warm up” 

After settling into our hotel in the Marangu village 
at the foot of Kili and taking a day to torn the 
village and local surrounds, we packed our 
rucksacks and set off to Arusha National Park, the 
home of Mount Meru. 

The secret to climbing BIG mountains is to ensure 
that your body becomes accustomed to the 
altitude. AMS (Acute Mountain Sickness) affects 
more than half the climbers on Kili, and can 
seriously jeopardise your expedition if you get 
either by ascending too fast or by not allowing 
your body to adjust to the new altitude. Thus 


Mount Meru gave us a good opportunity to get 
our bodies used to the 3000m plus altitude, and 
gave us a chance to test all our equipment 

Arusha is a well-known game park, and we were 
accompanied throughout our hike by a game 
ranger. The first day felt like a game walk as we 
passed giraffes and several herds of buffalo, as 
well as spotting a few Colobus monkeys soaring 
from tree to tree. 

The route up to Mount Meru is hutted and well 
marked, but in any case we were provided with a 
guide as part of our tour package. Meru is an 
extinct volcano with one side of the volcano 
fallen away, and in the centre of the volcano is a 
massive ash cone. 

Over the next two days we steadily climbed up to 
Saddle Hut, our final resting point a| 3500m 
already higher than the highest peak in Southern 
Africa! We awoke at 2am to get a good start, 
dressed warmly but still in shorts (much to the 
amazement of the numerous European groups 
who were also summiting that day). Even with 
the stars it was fairly dark, and we needed our 
headlamps to see where we were going. The key 
to the climb was going at a steady pace to ensure 
that you acclimatised properly we became very 
familiar with the term 'Pole- Pole', which means 
'slowly' in Swahili! Karen quickly mastered the 
art of walking slowly hence her adopted 
nickname! 

As dawn approached we encountered some 
sleet, which did not bother us too much despite 
our legs getting a little cold (the Europeans 
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lilt! 


started smiling at our mini-predicament now!) 
There were excellent views near the top, but 
our visibility at the top was soon clouded by 
intermittent rain, and we took our victory 
photos before making a speedy descent. 


had a briefing meeting with Damien, our guide, 
and we ran through our equipment and made 
final preparations. Everything was ready, but 
the only thing we were concerned about was 
the weather, which had been misbehaving 


iS-SawR*. ' -ii vis 

Some of the sights in Arusha: The view of the ash cone from Meru, about 500m from the peak 
Mount Meru (4562m) at sunrise. 


Perhaps the highlight of the trip to Arusha was <. 
the view that greeted us on the morning 
following our summit attempt. It was r a 
beautiful day above the clouds, and we had a 
spectacular view of Kilimanjaro about 30km. 
In all honesty, it looked fairly ominous! 


since we had arrived in the country. 


The Initial Climb 


The following morning we were driven to the 
Umbwe village, where we were to start On the 




We had one day back at our hotel to get 
ourselves ready to take on the big daddy of 
African peaks the next day. That evening we 
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Umbwe route, a steeper but shorter option than 
many of the other routes. A major bonus was 
that we were the only party on the route, 






whereas on the Marangu and Machame routes 
you could have as many as 150 people hiking and 
camping with you every day! However we were 
still a large group, as the five of us had a crew of 2 
guides, one chef and about fifteen porters! 

We started off trekking through dense rainforest, 
but after only 20 minutes the heavens opened and 
it started raining...and raining...and then some 
more rain. In fact, it rained for so long and so 
hard that our path soon transformed itself into a 
river, both slippery and up to 15cm deep in some 
places. We decided that a more appropriate name 
for the country would be Tanrainia! 

By the time we got to the initial Bivouac camp 
we were all drenched from head to toe. Not even 
Polly's fancy waterproof La Sportivas could 
withstand the constant barrage! Meanwhile 
Bob's neck seemed to be under pressure as his 
dreadlocks accumulated about 20 litres of 
rainwater. It all seemed very colonial as we hung 
around shivering whilst the porters went about 
erecting our tents and cooking our food. Whilst 
ordinarily I would feel bad about this, one only 
had to remember that we were paying them for 
the privilege, and they would also be expecting a 
decent tip at the end of the hike. 


monsoon season! 

The vegetation soon changed from dense 
rainforest to more heather, with giant cycads 
proving to be a major feature. The path became a 
little rockier, but due to poor visibility we were 
never able to gauge exactly where we were on 
the mountain. By the time we got to Barranco 
camp (above right) the mist was so thick that we 
couldn't even tell where the Barranco Wall was! 
But the view we were treated to the following 
morning really raised our damp sprits, as the 
peak was starting to look- and feel closer. 

The going was a lot harder at this stage, and the 
effects of altitude were starting to be felt, with a 
few team members experiencing headaches. 
The last kilometre to Barafii Camp (4600m) 
acted as a harsh reminder as to what we could 
expect the next morning. For the first time since 
we began the hike, we could enjoy a sunny 
afternoon. The high altitude ensured that all 
clothes and boots dried sufficiently, but 
unfortunately resulted in me getting sunburned 
even though I was only outside for about ten 
minutes! 



Bivouac Camp (2850m), in the midst of a wet and very muddy rain forest, Second Day Camp at the foot 

of the imposing Barranco Wall, 3700m 


Day two started out in the same way days three 
and four would with biignt sunshine followed 
by gathering clouds, a menacing wind, lots of 
mist, and (you guessed it!) more rain. Our 
clothes were still wet from the previous day, so 
we wore them in the hope of drying them off. 

It seemed like a good idea, but when the rain 
started up again we were back at square one. 

As tour leader/ organiser I was constantly 
reminded as to how good my timing was for 
the trip seemingly right in the middle of the 


The Summit 

It may have been the food, it may have been the 
altitude, but when we went to sleep that night not 
too many of us were feeling that well. There were 
a few upset stomachs as well as some headaches. 
It was recommended that Diamox be used at 
altitude, as it helps thin the blood, improving 
circulation. Sele had been popping Diamox pills 
since we arrive 1 in Tanzania, so he was probably 
feeling the best. We tried our best to get some 
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sleep as we hit the sack at 7pm, knowing we 
would be woken up just four hours later. It was 
difficult to get to sleep, as the wind picked up and 
the tent felt as if it would be blown off the ridge! 

At 11pm on the dot we could hear someone 
knocking on the tent, but we were already awake. 
The sense of excitement was our main reason for 
not getting any sleep, but we took our time in 
getting fully geared up, with Doug managing to 
lose one of his gaitors in the process! Our guides 
tried to get us to eat some oats and have a cup of 
tea, but I wasn't hungry in the slightest, and could 
feel my stomach growling for all the wrong 
reasons. 

We set off just after midnight, right into the face 
of a howling gale. We could see the lights of 
other groups higher up who had come up via the 
Machame route, but the routes converged for the 
final summit. The path seemed like an endless 
zigzag, and with the terrain mainly comprising 
sand and skree, it was a case of two steps 
forward, one step backwards. The going was 
tough for two reasons. Firstly, our energy levels 
had dropped substantially due to the altitude, and 
even though we were hiking very slowly, you 
found yourself running out of breath in a hurry. 
Earlier in the trip we had passed the time by 
singing songs, but on this particular night one's 
voice was reduced to a mere croak after singing 
just one verse! 

Secondly, we had to deal with a bone-chilling 
wind. Without the wind it would have been fine, 
but the gale took the temperature down to 
between 15 and 20 degrees Celsius. Within an 
hour of starting I started losing feeling in my 
boots, and my fingers started aching inside my 
thermal gloves. It started getting so bad that I had 
to clench my hands into fists to try and prevent 
them from becoming completely numb. 


But the worst was not having a balaclava. I had a 
beanie and my waterproof shell that covered my 
mouth, but my nose was at the mercy of the 
elements, and nothing I could do could stop it 
from running. At least Doug and I managed to 
provide a morbid sense of entertainment, as we 
had to frequently answer nature's call, hobbling 
off the path and baring our backsides to the 
continent. 

Unfortunately at about 3am Karen decided she 
had had enough. Her lack of sleep and a nagging 
headache, together with the fear that her not- 
completely dry boots were starting to freeze 
over, convinced her that it would be better to turn 
back. It was sad to see her go as we desperately 
wanted to get up together, but it is important in 
situations like these to keep a grip on your 
emotions. No mountain is worth summiting if 
you run the risk of losing digits on the way, or 
even your life. Elphas, our assistant guide, led 
her slowly back down the mountain, whilst the 
rest of us realised there was no way but the high 
way with our solitary guide providing 
encouragement. 

A summit attempt like this is a little like running 
a marathon or driving from Joburg to Cape 
Town. You know that you are going to be hiking 
for a long time, and a slight change in speed is not 
going to take you there any faster. I knew that we 
would be near the summit at around dawn, so for 
that half dozen hours in between you just had to 
put your head down, grit your teeth and plough 
on. The wind was playing havoc with the clouds 
overhead, as our sky view alternated between 
thick cloud and the most beautiful constellation 
of stars one could ever hope to see. Had it been a 
calmer night you could lose yourself in those 
stars, but looking in them for too long usually 
resulted in losing one's balance on the loose 
gravel that was our path. 



A view of the summit from Stella Point (5600m), with the Kibo crater stretching to the ri ght. One of the 
imposing glaciers near the summit. These could be about 100m in length! 
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Descending into the Karrango Valley on Day three, Smiley says, “Bring it on! ” The barren, windswept 
rocky outcrop that is Barafu Camp (4600m) 


But onwards and upwards we strove, taking 
breaks every few minutes to catch our breaths, 
even though we were walking at a snail's pace! 
We had 1295m to climb that morning, with the 
hardest part being the 100m climb before 
reaching Stella Point, our entry point to the lip of 
the crater. It was just before dawn, and there was 
an overwhelming temptation just to lie down, 
curl up into a ball and fall asleep. It is in times 
like these that your guide becomes essential, as 
he turns from being a friendly little helper into a 
boot camp sergeant, keeping your breaks to a 
minimum and pulling you to your feet if you 
have been sitting down for too long. He knew 
that if we were going to get there, we had to keep 
moving, and of course he was dead right. We 
made a final push and got up to Stella Point 
(5600m) at the crack of dawn. Our reward was a 
short flat stretch and one of the most memorable 
sunrises. Fortunately the clouds were absent as 
we saw the sun rise over the African continent, 
and it warmed our spirits as we knew the hard 
work was almost over. We had just crossed the 
snow belt, arid a -massive glacier on our* left 
turned a majestic pink as the sun's rays engulfed 
it. 

After a short break a^id some photos like the 
ones above, we set off again, this time each 
person going at his own pace as he waged his 
own battle against this giant of a mountain. Ice 
and snow crunched under our boots as we 
shuffled ever closer to our destination, but the 
wind persisted and drained every ounce of 
energy from our exhausted bodies. We were 
buoyed by the site of some of the other groups 
returning from the summit, but I felt desperate 
when one of them took my hand and said, “Well 
done.” I hadn't even got there yet! 

The last 295m ascent takes about 45 minutes to 


complete, but it felt like ages. Even though the 
gradient was easier than before reaching Stella 
Point, we still had to rest every few minutes. 
However, taking a break didn't ease matters, as 
the wind still howled around you, and your pulse 
rate never seemed to come down to a level 
where you were happy to move on feeling a little 
refreshed. I ended up being at the front of the 
group and was taking one of my numerous 
breaks, wondering if I would ever get there, 
when our guide Damien came up to me, urging 
me to get up. “Come on Russy boy,” he shouted, 
“you are almost there. Just two minutes. Can't 
rest now, too dangerous...you can still get 
mountain sickness if you are up here for too 
long.” I looked at him in disbelief, not sure 
whether he was pulling my leg or being serious. 
But it was just the tonic I needed, and with tears 
of frustration running down my cheeks I set off 
once more at ,a better pace. Within seconds I 
spotted a small group of people not far ahead, 
and I knew that they must be at the summit. 

That was the best part of the whole trip. The 

summit was within touching distance, and the 

exasperation and exhaustion melted away like 

the specks of snow on my eyelashes. I got to 

the board congratulating me on my 

achievement of standing on the highest point 

in Africa, and kissed it with an overwhelming 

sense of emotion and achievement. I want to 

scream and dance, but my mouth was so dry 

that it was more like a croak that came from 

* 

my mouth! A few minutes later Sele arrived in 
his calm and collected manner, and we hugged 
each other in celebration. Doug anti Daniel 
were not far behind, helping each ofrer all the 
way over the last stretch. The,e^ppssion on 
Daniel's face was timeless, as we > xclaimed: 
“Why do we do these things? We climb all the 
way up here just to take one f#$%ing' 
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picture?” 

But it was so much more than that. It'was 
the culmination of months of planning, the 
accomplishment of a personal goal within 
each one of us, and a story to tell for years 
to come. We were at the highest point on the 
Africa continent, and it felt absolutely 
bloody marvellous! The only 
disappointment was that the clouds had 
closed in and we experienced a 'white out' at 
the top, where the mist was so dense that we 
could lo longer even see the crater floor 
behind the peak. 

But our mission was accomplished, and 


way down the next day it was amusing to 
see how the other groups reacted to us. We 
wished them well, and one lady even 
remarked, “I can see you guys made it up 
simply by the expression on your face!” 

The final morning was a gentle four-hour hike 
back to the park headquarters at the Marangu 
gate. We had the pleasure of hiking through 
the rainforests again, although (as luck would 
have it) our final day was basked in glorious 
sunshine, and we had so much energy that we 
bounded down some of the sections like 
school kids in a playground! That evening we 
had an awards ceremony where we received 
our 



We made it! After 7 hours of hard graft, we reached our destination. And the sign says it all! 


whilst the initial descent was quite tricky 
via the Marangu route, we eventually made 
our way back down to Horombo Huts, 
where we were to spend the night before 
returning to the hotel the next day. We got 
down at about midday, which meant we had 
been hiking for 12 hours. Needless to say a 
well-deserved nap was the order of the 
afternoon! Later that evening we were in the 
position of wishing other groups well as 
they prepared to summit that night. On the 


certificates for summiting Meru and Kili, 
and had dinner with our guides before 
thanking them and bidding them farewell. 
Thereafter it was a fines meeting for the party 
members, where we enjoyed the fine local 
beers. The best brand of beer? Kilimanjaro- 
Lager, of course! 
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INFORMATION ON CLIMBING 

KILIMANJARO 


COSTS: Packages vary, but you are looking at about R15, 000 which includes 

airfares, transfers, guides and hotel accommodation and meals. Tips are extra, as is any 
additional equipment rental. Optional add-ons would include transfers to Zanzibar and 
the Serengeti 

WHEN TO GO: The best time of the year for climbing Kili is in June and July, but 

there is also a short dry season (allegedly!) in late December and January. Going at the 
end of the year gives you more options in terms of additional touring to other parts of 
Tanzania. 

WHAT YOU NEED: A decent level of fitness, good equipment, and a lot of 
determination 

HOW HARD IS IT? Sele reckoned his summit of Mafadi in the Berg was harder, as 
there you had to carry your packs. But a lot is dependant on the weather on your summit 
night. People have summitted in temperatures of -46, whilst others had a perfect 
morning. The rest of the hike is fairly straightforward. 

ROUTES: There are ten different routes that can be taken to the summit, but the most 

popular are the Marangu Route (like a highway, and the way almost everyone comes 
down), the Machame Route and the Umbwe Route. Some routes take longer, but most are 
5 days with an optional extra day for acclimatisation to improve your chances of reaching 
the top. 

TOURIST COMPANIES: We tried a few, but the most friendly and flexible were 
Destination Africa. Visit their website on www.climbingkiimanjaro.com, or email Trudie 
Lewis 



The information board at the Marangu gate, where we finished our hike 

Celebrations and farewells to our guides at the hotel, the night before hitting the beach in Zanzibar! 
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70 PEAKS CHALLENGE 


To celebrate our 70 lh birthday this year, we set ourselves the target of climbing 70 peaks in 2003. 
Well, our members slogged up peaks all over the country and the world to fly the MSC flag and our 
target has finally been achieved. Here is the list of the 70 peaks climbed this year: 

No. Peak Name Area Height (m) Party 

1 Mont Blanc France 4807 Greg Wessels 

2 Mafadi Drakensberg 3451 Stijn Laenen 
3 Injasuti Dome Drakensberg 3410 Stijn Laenen 

4 Trojan Wall Peak Drakensberg 3354 Stijn Laenen 
5 Popple Peak Drakensberg 3331 Stijn Laenen 
6 Giant's Gastle Drakensberg 3314 Kilian Hagemann, Ake Fagereng, Jo Hotchkiss, Mike Sands, Graham Poulter, Moritz Thilo, John 

Stclair 

7 Mount Durnford Drakensberg 3294 Stijn Laenen 
8 Wildstrubel Switzerland 3246 Nic Gibson 
9 Injasuti Buttress Drakensberg 3202 Stijn Laenen 
10 The Judge Drakensberg 3197 Stijn Laenen 
11 Corner Peak Drakensberg 3195 Stijn Laenen 

12 Rotstock Switzerland 2622 Nic Gibson 

13 Eggstock Switzerland 2449 Nic Gibson 
* 14 Surenen Switzerland 2391 Nic Gibson, Rich Milne 

15 Guli Switzerland 2355 Nic Gibson 

16 Groot Winterhoek Peak Groot Winterhoek 2078 Peter Hagen, Cameron Price 

17 Mostertshoek Twins Hex 2031 Andrew Hagen, Moritz Thilo, Richard Armstrong 
18 Du Toit’s Peak Du Toits 1995 Geoff du Toit, Julia Wakeling, Chris Laidler, Neil Hart, Andrew Alden 

19 Milner Peak Hex 1995 Andrew Hagen, Geoff du Toit, Jayson Orton, Bridget Magni, Nicole Ross, Steve Davis, Kgotuatso Motumi, 

Catherine Musto 

20 Fonteintjiesberg Hex 1989 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen, Ake Fagereng, Dorn Pitot, Derek Martin, Vernon Visser, Raymond Kroger, 

Briet Coetzer, Catherine Musto 

21 Tafelberg Cedarberg 1969 Andrew Hagen, Geoff du Toit, Dan Anderson, Sam Jack, Neil Hart, Cara Botma, Peter Chen, Andrew 

Alden, Dan Bunker, Dan Westerhof, Zanie Cilliers, Christina Jongens 
22 Waaihoek Peak Hex 1954 Bruce Spottiswoode, Julia Wakeling, Jayson Orton 
23 Mnyameni Peak Amatola 1937 Kilian Hagemann, Steve van Helden, Jo Appenzeller 
24 Sneeukop Cedarberg 1930 Andrew Hagen, Neil Hart, Dan Bunker 

25 Mount Superior Hex 1915 Greg Moseley, Roy White 

26 Zebusberg Hex 1902 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
27 Shadow Peak Cedarberg 1890 Andrew Hagen, Neil Hart, Dan Bunker, Dan Westerhof 

28 Cata Peak Amatola 1885 Kilian Hagemann, Bronwyn Kirk, Steve van Helden, Mieke Krynauw, Thyla van der Merwe, Richard Halsey, 
Jo Appenzeller, Brian Mulder, Richard Palmer, Sele Selamolela, Kim Martin, Isabelle Ribot 
29 Pyramid Peak Hex 1880 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 

30 Hogsback Mountain Amatola 1845 Kilian Hagemann, Jo Appenzeller 

31 Corridor Peak Cedarberg 1838 Andrew Hagen, Neil Hart, Dan Bunker 

32 Brandwag Peak Hex 1812 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen, Ake Fagereng 

33 Consolation Peak Cedarberg 1759 Andrew Hagen, Neil Hart, Dan Bunker 

34 Krakadouw Cederberg/Krakadouw 1740 Bruce Spottiswoode, Steve Davis 
35 Spitzkoppe Namibia 1728 Ake Fagereng, Dan Anderson, Sam Jack, Christina Jongens 

36 Doornkop Amatola 1642 Kilian Hagemann, Bronwyn Kirk, Steve van Helden, Jo Appenzeller, Richard Halsey 
37 Pontok Spitze Namibia 1629 Ake Fagereng, Dan Anderson, Sam Jack 
38 Leeurivierberg Langeberg 1623 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
39 Witteberg Du Toits 1613 Bruce Spottiswoode, Julia Wakeling, Andy Lewis, Greg Moseley, Rob MacDonald 
40 Wolfberg Arch Cedarberg 1600 Andrew Hagen, Neil Hart, Sam Jack, Geoff du Toit, Dan Anderson, Andrew Alden 
41 Victoria Peak Boland 1589 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
42 Dwarsberg Boland 1523 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 

43 Bailey's Peak Du Toits 1516 Bruce Spottiswoode, Julia Wakeling, Greg Wessels, Nic Gibson, Matt Woldrun, Paul Hotchkiss 
44 Kromrivier Peak Du Toits 1457 Bruce Spottiswoode, Julia Wakeling, Andy Lewis, Greg Moseley, Rob MacDonald 








45 Elfuurkop Langeberg 1399 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen, Richard Armstrong 
46 Kruispadpiek Langeberg 1365 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
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47 Ben Nevis Scotland 1344 Andrew Hagen 
48 Tienuurkop Langeberg 1195 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen, Richard Armstrong 

49 Bidean nam Bian Scotland 1150 Andrew Hagen t J® m 

50 Stob Coire Nam Beith Scotland 1107 Andrew Hagen 
'■*' *'"'ear’s Beacon Table Mountain 1088 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laener mk y jM 

| 52 Mt Snowdon Wales 1085 Andrew Hagen Tjf 

3 Stob Coire Sgreamhach Scotland 1072 Andrew Hagen J§F 

I 54 Garnedd Ugain Wales 1065 Andrew Hagen Jgm 

■L # 55 Liathach Scotland 1055 Andrew Hagen (r ^ 

■ Jkft 56 Carrauntoohil Ireland 1039 Andrew Hagen 

I * ft iwood Peak Table Mountain 1003 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
ft y p svil's Peak Table Mountain 1002 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
ft kwater Peak Table Mountain 989 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 

ft 60 Bidein Toll a' Mhuic Scotland 983 Andrew Hagen 

61 Scaffel Pike England 977 Andrew Hagen 
62 Junction Peak Table Mountain 919 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
L 63 Galtymore Mountain Ireland 917 Andrew Hagen 

ftfc 64 Minor Peak Table Mountain 862 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 

ft 65 Grootkop Table Mountain 861 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 

66 St Paul Table Mountain 789 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
67 Slangolie Buttress Peak Table Mountain 788 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
68 Judas Peak Table Mountain 758 Andrew Hagen, Stijn Laenen 
69 Stac Polly Scotland 612 Andrew Hagen 

70 Vlakkenberg Cape Peninsula 579 Andrew Hagen, Ake Fagereng, Neil Hart, Oliver Bumstead 






Uver *"yo, copero , 
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“On this proud and beautiful mountain we have lived hours of 
fraternal, warm and exalting nobility. Hebe for a few days we 
have ceased to be slaves and have really been men. It is hard 

to return to servitude. ” 

Lionel Terra 
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COME CEE OUtZ 
k)EM CHOP iK) HOU1 MV 


Monday, Wednesday & Friday: 9am - 5pm 
Tuesday & Thursday: 9am - 7pm 
Saturday & Sunday: 9am - 3pm 


1636 Longkloof road (2kms from Constantia Nek) Hout Bay Tel/Fax: 790 6026 
info@mountammailorder.co.za www.mountainmailorder.co.za 
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CLIMBING • TREKKING • MOUNTAIN 


http://www.lasportiva.com 


Lhotse Makalu 
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Trade enquiries: Outward Ventures • phone: 021 683 3638 • fax: 021 671 4157 * email: outward@iafrica.com 









